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Buy the brand you know you 
can rely on... Vaseline 


TRADE MARK ® 
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VASELINE is the registered trade mark of the CHESEBROUGH MANUFACTURING COMPANY, CONS'’D 














Popular size, blue label......-15¢ 
Look for the trade mark VASELINE... 
Giant size, blue label.......- 25¢ 


famous for purity and quality Economy size, red label.....- .15¢ 


for over 80 years Also in 1 Ib. package....+-- 7% 
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Dont be SKINNY 





Amazing New Easy Way Can Quickly Put Pounds 
And Inches of Firm Solid Flesh on Scrawny Figures 


NO CRAMMING WITH SUGARY TONICS, NO 
FISHY OILS, NO DRUGS, NO OVEREATING 





At Last! The All-in-One Concentrated 


Meal of Easier Digested, Body-Building 
Calories You’ve Long Heard Was Coming! 


If you are skinny, thin and underweight mail the coupon for this latest 
discovery of modern medical science. It’s called WATE-ON and anyone in 


normal health may quickly gain 2, 4, as much as 5 lbs. in a week . . . then 10 pounds, 20 
pounds and more so fast it’s amazing! Not a medicine, not intended to cure anything. 
Instead WATE-ON is a new and different formula that’s pleasant to take as directed and is 
loaded with concentrated calories so prepared as to be far easier to be used by the system in 
building wonderful body weight. Cheeks fill out, neck and bustline gain, arms, legs, thighs, 
ankles, skinny underweight figures fill out all over the body into graceful curves that draw 
admiring glances. WATE-ON also improves the appetite, gives quick energy, guards 
against fatigue, sleepless nights, poor endurance, low resistance. Also makes for better 
digestion of fats that put on weight naturally. Try WATE-ON today. 


Easy Weight Gains of 5 Pounds in 7 Days Reported 


Want an attractive well rounded figure in a few quick weeks? Then 
simply fortify weight maintaining meals with WATE-ON .. . put 
firm, good looking, healthy flesh on face, neck, bust, arms, hips, 
thighs, legs and ankles. Why be skinny . . . why let life slip by with- 
out trying WATE-ON. If condition persists, see your doctor. 





| ENDORSED! | 


“] am an ex-prisoner of 
war and have been 
skinny and run down 
for quite some time. 
With my first bottle of 
WATE-ON I feel real 
good again. It has done 


wonders for me.” 


R. W. 
Marysville, Pa. 





“Results I got from 
first bottle were abso- 
lutely amazing.” 


Mrs. Virginina M. 
Alesecon, N. J. 


* 

“I gained 5 pounds in 
days.” 

Mrs. G. C. 
Bledsoe, Ky. 

e 
“I went from 72 lbs. 
to 96 Ibs. with WATE- 

ON.” 

Miss Ollie, M. D. 
Rich Square, N.C. 

eo 


Your results may vary 
but certainly WATE- 


merits your trial. 


Many skinny 
stomachs. Halfway thru a meal they’re full, have 
no more appetite. Take concentrated WATE-ON 
for the body building calories missed. WATE-ON 
works wonders putting on healthy weight. 


WATE-ON CO., Dept. 723E, 230 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago 1, Ill. 





Gosh, Jean, you sure are 
popular since you put 
on those extra pounds! 





DOCTORS — Your recommendation and approval 
is invited. Write for professional samples. 


For Men, Women, Boys, Girls 
and Convalescents 


WATE-ON is entirely safe, contains no drugs, 
no stimulants, nothing but a brand new concen- 
trated food formula that’s EXTRA RICH in 
easier to assimilate calories, fortified with other 
proven weight building elements. 


More Than Many a 
Meal in Daily Dese 


Each daily dosage is 
as rich in calories as 
many a skinny per- 
son’s regular meal. 
Mail the coupon. 


In Canada: WATE-ON LTD., 320 Jones Ave., Toronto, Ont. 
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“STARTS PUTTING ON 
WEIGHT FIRST DAY” 


Amazing new WATE-ON is the greatest 
weight building formula ever developed! 
It’s so loaded with super calories that 
putting on pounds and inches of firm 
flesh is a cinch. WATE-ON gives quick 
energy, improves the appetite, helps the 
healthy system digest and absorb weight 
building fats. Contains bone building 
vitamin D plus red vitamin B,, which 
has a remarkable ability, proven in cli- 
nical tests on children, to cause weight 
and growth gains. If your doctor has 
been warning you that your underweight 
condition can lead to fatigue, loss of 
sleep and low resistance, send for new 


WATE-ON today. 


SEND NO MONEY-—Test At Our Risk 


Mail the ON APPROVAL coupon below to send for your generous 
size bottle of new WATE-ON. On arrival pay 
postage or $5.50 for double size on the guarantee if the first bottle 
doesn’t increase your weight to your satisfaction all you need do to 
get your money back is return the empty bottle. Now today... 
mail the coupon. Youngsters get mother or dad to order for you. 


$3.00 plus C.O.D. 


pu7o---- MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY -------4 

t WATE-ON CO., Dept. 723E, 230 N. Michigan Ave., Chicage 1, tll. ! 

cronies Wie | im Canada: WATE-OM LTD., 320 Jones Ave., Torente, Ont. : 
QUICKLY FILL UP ' Send one bottle WATE-ON. 1’ll pay $3.00 plus C.O.D. postage } 
AND LOSE APPETITE ! ©” arrival on guarantee must be satisfied with first bottle or § 
AT MEALTIME : money back when I return the empty bottle. (Cash orders 4 
3 mailed postage prepaid.) ' 

ople have smaller than normal ; (_] Put X here if you want double size for $5.50. ; 
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STAIN D 


ON YOUR OWN 


CWO FEET 


Make up your own mind about Tampax! 
Don’t wait for someone to take you by 
the hand and lead you up to this product. 
You're not that kind of person. You like 
to be first with new fashions, new 
things, new ideas. What's holding you 
back from trying Tampax? 

Perhaps you just haven't stopped to 
think about what an internal sani 
protection could do for you on 
“those days." Well, all you 
have to do is step up to any 
drug or notion counter and buy 
your first package of Tampax. 
Here's what will happen to you: 

You'll find Tampax is so comfortable 
you can’t even feel it, once it’s in place. 
(No chafing, no irritation.) It does away 
with the cumbersome belt-pin-pad har- 
ness—gives you a wonderful sense of 
freedom. It even prevents odor from 
forming! And it’s so easy to dispose of 
you'll wonder why you ever used any- 
thing else. In fact, unlike external pads, 
Tampax can even be worn while you're 
taking your shower or tub. 

Doctor-invented Tampax comes in 3 
absorbency-sizes: Regular, Super, Junior. 
Tampax Incorporated, Palmer, Mass. 


NOBELTS 
NO PINS 


NO PADS 
NO ODOR 
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Eastern Midwest Western 
FIVE STORIES FROM TRUE LIFE 
I I seu Scisptaive and co gheudaciete ertalinswso @beicw occu ca iatne abe ten a 16 


As a Georgia-born white man, George knew that custom called for separation 
of the races, but when he found love to be color blind, it was too late. 


I IO SIN, is wna ooo capella oth sb Guksk a ea 19 
Sally couldn’t believe it when Tony’s wife suggested that she and Tony have 
an affair, especially since she had thought that her love for Tony was a secret. 


SN, UE MUG K s.ci0 sis are ena he anion done eeedased Genebeen eh 2 
Penny never dreamed that her efforts to be popular with the town’s males 
would tag her of easy virtue, but if only Randy understood, all was well. 


ee re a Oa ose esittnst db cecedinesavasserecesesae 4 
Although she had engaged in the world’s oldest profession, Lil was sure she 
could regain her husband’s love and might have but for one thing. 


Straying Husband 
A sucker for a pretty face, Sid was willing to sacrifice all for another man’s 
wife, and then something convinced him that there’s no place like home. 


SPECIAL FEATURES 
Pave Giamenme Wiig Tieimds Cheat... .. 5 0.o scccivcvicccvincccvcsdsices coun 10 ‘ 


While he had never been untrue to Myra, Emory still found their marriage 
falling apart, but an affair with another woman helped him to save it. 





Can Showgirls Settle Down?................. By Mrs. Johnny Hartman % 
As a former showgirl, LaFawn Hartman, wife of singer Johnny Hartman, has 
known all the thrills of show business, but being a wife tops them all. 


HOME SERVICE MAGAZINE 
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Cover Photo Of Mrs. Johnny Hartman By Isaac Sutton 


TAN is ce monthly by Johnson Publishing Co., In 1820 South Michigan Avenue, Chicago 16, Illinois. New : 
offices at 55 West 42nd Street. Los Angeles offices at 1127 ‘Wilshire Boulevard. Entered a’ 

at Chicago, Ill., under the Act of March 3, 1879. Entire contents copyright, 1954, by Johnson Publishing Co., Inc., 
duction in ‘whole or part , ae without permission. an manuscripts submitted’ should be accompanied by self- 
envelopes and return postage. The no for retur 
sons or business ome in all stories are not actual and all names of. peop! 
tos are of models who are not actually involved in any of the stories. SUBSCR \CRIPTIONS: 1 year (12 issues) $3. 
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Stop looking! Stop switching and swinging around and trying all 
sorts of things on your hair. Here’s the right answer to everything 

about dressing, grooming, combing, and caring for your hair! 
10. 7 


54 You've tried the rest... Here’s the BEST for... 


beautifu 
ONES /OOKING 


NOW... ‘HELPS YoU GROW HAIR 


You can make a big difference in LONGER... LOOKS LONGER 
ee _ Leger tates, 50 gaee- and BETTER RIGHT AWAY 






































JAYE looking your hair is . . . in just 
days and weeks. A big change @ Women who have followed this advice about 
instantly! caring for ends of hair, tell of wonderful results. 
0 af A lot of them say they coudn’t grow hair longer than 
N eee their fingers . . . and now they have hair as long as 
_ i yee jes to h neck and shoulder line. 
ition heir that “looks like @ million You use just a little bit of Perfect 4. It’s perfect hair 
dollars!” and scalp conditioner AND dressing pomade, too. Rub 
it along the hairs themselves, and rub it right into the 
ow . ends of your hair. It beautifies right away, and helps stop 
ne N oe splitting and breaking due to dryness and injury. This gives 
have ES your hair a chance to grow as long as you want it. 


re HAIR 4s ASIER, IF YOU WANT LONGER HAIR...DON'T WAIT! 


... have your hair look the way you want it to look right now. Take advantage 
é of this get-acquainted offer. Buy now . . . and you get EXTRA .. . for one low 
rales PR ca price, these two additional wonderful hair beauty aids. Use these regularly, 


well. and you'll never, never more want to press the life out of your hair or wash OE. 
BET TER THAN you the life out of it. . nites Wig 

Poe | DREAMED! ENJOY THIS NEW “LIFE FOR YOUR HAIR! 4 forht 200 sing, OU Ger, 

, she EVER é saguete Pocege Your aid? of * 
Your own eyes show you the natural magic of lanolin and like oils on every- a large ° ny Pertecs 
thing from dead-dry hard old shoes and leather to baby’s tender skin. Centrate g ttle or 

now ee? When these smoothing oils replace lost natural oils and banish “dead dry” Shampe, “lite” Sur new 
. 2 edi #s condition, everybody says “that gives it Jife again.” And we mean that’s d tiving Cen. 
ran’s miracle ing! 4 what this Howard wonder combination does for hair. For healthier- Ang !anelin 
: _, the 4 all in Pe looking, more beautiful hair. 2 i * xXtre 


Mark and Mall the Coupon NOW! 


IO gercamal JL _«0R 4 wuMITED TIME OnLy! 
T HURRY! TEAR OUT 
AND MAIL NOW!... 


aie. OE TT 
“Custom-Made” 


SS 
howard cosmetics, vept. atzA TRAIT \ 
317 West 125th St., New York 27, WN. Y. 


Gentlemen: Rush to me right away your special get-acquainted offer so | can use “Perfect 4” 
to enjoy longer and better looking hair and can get at the same time the added benefits of your 
new “life-giving lanelin shampee and the new life-+estering Lanelin Pressing Oil—all fer the 
; single lew price ef $2.98. | understand that you will give me my money back within ten days, if | am 
not more than pleased in every way. 
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man 2 
, has 











“cuepeast on AS 


howard 4 | 


- MNT A ee 
[ Is a5 os kno vonnsss cx eeescaneveee lioness diadte en eNieeeeeEeee 


City. . sxe d cs sinkkn waitin yao seen Wb ivecenccanevs 
CHECK C) ! enclese $3.00. You pay postage and C.0.0. costs and send me 2¢ change. 
HERE (—) | will pay postman on delivery, $2.98 plus complete postage and C.0.0. charges. 
For professional sizes 
Net Sold in Steres © operators write direct to us. 


The official approved and endorsed Howard Beauty Aids are NOT sold in stores. Sold 
only direct to our customers and to beauty specialists and operators. Don't accept a 
substitute. There is ne substitute fer Howard Custom Made Cosmetics. 
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MEN CAN’T RESIST 
A CLEAR, LIGHT COMPLEXION 


Do the men flock around you at a party? 
Or do they look you over and then—well 
—sort of overlook you? Perhaps your 
complexion is to blame. If so, just do this: 


Get NADINOLA now at your drug store 
or toilet counter. See for yourself what 
millions have already proven about its 
wonderful bleaching and clearing action. 
See how it gives your skin that creamier, 
brighter, clearer appearance that makes 
men look at you with new interest—and 
causes women to exclaim, ‘“‘How lucky 


FOR OILY SKIN 
New Nadinola De Luxe 
is non-oily, 
greaseless. Lightens 
skin and lessens 
shine. 75c and $1.25 





FOR DRY SKIN 

The original, famous 
Nadinola Bleaching Cream 
is enriched with fine 
cosmetic oils. 60c and $1.00 





she is to have such lovely, light skim!” 

NADINOLA works so fast, results are 
guaranteed from just one jar! Use it to 
lighten your complexion, to loosen black- 
heads, to make your skin feel softer 
and smoother, look clearer and lovelier. 

There are 2 kinds of NaDINOLA—one 
for oily skin, one for dry skin. Both give 
you the same remarkable bleaching and 
clearing action. Both guaranteed to satis- 
fy you completely or money back. Get 
NADINOLA today! NADINOLA, Paris, Tenn. 


NADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 


JUST ONE JAR will make your 
complexion brighter and lovelier! 





DENIM CAR JEANS! 
SLIP OVER— TACK IN 
(Free Upholstery Tacks, At No Extra Charge.) 

; Santerized_-Waskable 


Wil 


= Py yDLE | Split o Solid Freat 
and Solid Rear 
Tough DENIM material is ton Hn 


Smart Candy Stripe 
Will Fit Mest Cars 
“Custom Effect” 
Protects 








wearing. Bright color —— wi 
NEW PRICE dress up car and add to looks. 
$98 — iF AIF SPLIT OR 
each niet vt for $2.98 for 
Formerly sold for | Front or Rear Seat plus 25¢ Post- 








age or $5.96 pius 
both Front and Rear Seats. Or 
sent C.0.D. 10 DAY MONEY BACK. 


MARDO SALES CORP.—Dept.0M-26 
460 Lexingten Aveave, New York, N. Y. 
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= PROTECTS-RELIEVES 


BURNS - SCRAPES 
SCALDS - SIMPLE CUTS 


CHAFED SKIN 
World's Largest Seller at 10¢ 
Save More on 25¢ Size 


MOROLINEGHE 
JELLY 


AT HOME 


arene OR FULL TIME 













ADDRESS 


posTch 


Lr G = money 





MIN oXe} 323, WWP-Wi4- 380) s 0) Pe CSE 








. pstomem Goodrich 


LLA FITZGERALD, “First Lady of 
Song” in jazz circles, masters the 
fine art of recording like few vocal per- 
formers have ever done. In the essen- 
tials of putting music on wax—tonal bal- 
ance, dynamics and tempo—the velvety- 
voiced songstress is close to being per- 
fect. She always seem to project with 
the right technique and appropriate 
mood on records and to come off sound- 
ing relaxed. No vocalist ever lived who 
could surpass her on that score. 

What Ella has achieved artistically 
on recordings is not easily arrived at, 
considering the conditions under which 
records are made today. For any singer, 
a recording session is just about the 
toughest assignment possible. It often 
covers as much as a full day’s toil ina 
none-too-comfortable studio where there 
is no audience but only a coldly mechan- 
ical microphone and some faces behind 
a glass partition at controls of the re 
cording machinery. 

The setup is awesome enough to scare 
the pants off the average singer and 
many topflight songsters swear they 
would rather play 50 concerts than go 
through one recording session. 

Ella is a veteran of almost two decades 
in the business of making records. Be- 
ginning her career on wax with the late 
Chick Webb’s band in the mid thirties, 
she has been consistently great on one 
release after another. Her first big re 
cording, made shortly after she joined 
the Webb aggregation, was a Decca 
pressing of (Continued on Page 75) 
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By MRS. JOE TURNER 


HE FIRST time I saw Joe I thought Then one night he came up to the 

he was the shyest man I had ever _ ticket booth and introduced Joe. “Here’s 
laid eyes on. He was introduced to me another blues singer,” he said. “Maybe 
by Wynonie Harris. Joe mumbled some- you'll like him. This is Joe Turner from 
thing I didn’t hear and didn’t pay Kansas City—‘boss of the blues.’ ” 


much attention to, then went over And Joe just mumbled and walked 
against the wall and just stood there over against the wall and stood there. 
looking at me all night. It was a couple of nights later, after 


I went right on about my work sell- he had come in each night, spoken and 
ing tickets at the Indigo Club in Los stood around shyly saying nothing that 
Angeles and paid him no attention. I I was closing the booth and starting 
had no idea what a determined, per- home when we accidentally bumped into 
sistent man he is—or what a wonder- each other. My purse fell out of my 
ful, ideal, loving husband he would be. hand and Joe picked it up for me. He 

I am a deeply religious woman so | invited me to have dinner with him and 
can only say that God must have been since he was so quiet and had been so 
in the plan because the way we met, the _ nice, I accepted his invitation. 
place we met and the place we married Our dinner engagement was very 
and the way we live seem to break all casual because Joe did not talk very 
of the rules—that is, to everybody but much. I was just 24 years old and a 
us, very cautious young woman because 

Our good friend Wynonie Harris was __I had been reared in a Catholic convent 
appearing in Los Angeles back in 1942 after my parents died in New Orleans 
and had been trying unsuccessfully to when I was just a little over a year old. 
date me for a week or more. He always Soon afterward, I left Los Angeles 
said the reason I wouldn’t go out with and came to Chicago so I didn’t see Joe 
him was that I didn’t like blues singers. again for almost a year. I was work- 
He talked and talked. ing as a (Continued on Page 67) 


enough to blend. (Do not 


greased loaf pan, 9 x 5 x 
3 inches. Bake 1 hour at 
350° F. (moderate oven). 
Slices best one day old. 









Don't let yourself oa 
forget how good @ 
your baking can 

be with CLABBER}  ~ 
GIRL, the baking oS) 
powder with the 
Balanced double 


action! 








Many folks are familiar with steamed 
brown bread, an old favorite to serve with 
Boston baked beans, but here’s the version 
that thousands of homemakers have been 
waiting for—a brown bread that is baked 
and not steamed. It has that wonderful, 
rich, delicious flavor and texture with what 
some people prefer . . . a “bake” quality 
rather than the steamed version. The tex- 
ture is typical of a good quick bread. The 
color is a rich, dark brown. The texture is 
a typical coarse texture of a bread with 
mixed grains. It freezes well, ready for any 
purpose or occasion. 


BAKED BROWN BREAD 


Yield: | loaf, 9 x 5 x 3 inches 


1 cup sifted all-purpose 1 cup yellow corn meal 
flour ¥% cup seedless raisins 

4 teaspoons Clabber Girl Y% cup dark molasses 
baking powder Y% cup butter or 

1 teaspoon salt margarine, melted 


4 cup beet or cane sugar | egg, well beaten 

1 cup whole wheat flour 1% cups milk 

Sift together all-purpose flour, baking powder, 
salt, and sugar. Add whole wheat flour, corn meal, 
and raisins and toss together lightly to mix well. 
Blend together molasses, 
melted butter or marga- 
rine, egg, and milk. Add 
to dry ingredients and 
stir carefully just long 












beat.) Pour into well 





CLABBER GIRL 


NOW Exchsés ely KNOWN AS 
BAKING 
t Balanced t 
OMPANY 
NDIANA 

























Science gives the answer: 
It all depends on the na- 
ture and condition of 
yourscalp. Inother words, 
you can have perfect hair 
only if your scalp is ready 
and able to make it so. 


Millions of people are learn- 
ing that when they seek bet- 
ter looking hair they must 
think about the condition of 
the scalp too. They are also 
learning the amazing facts 
about Sulfur-8 Hair and Scalp 
Conditioner and how it works 
to beautify the hair. 


THE POWER OF SULFUR-8 


A Great Wonder Drug Formula 


Famous doctors all over the world have 
seen the wonders worked by sulfur for 
many hair and scalp conditions. A new 
scientific achievement has now brought 
out the very strength of sulfur in a spe- 
cial potent form called polysulfides. This 


HOW CAN YOU HAVE 
LONG, NATURALLY 
ATTRACTIVE HAIR 


Smooth, Soft, Growing 
out Rich and Healthy? 











marvelous “super-sulfur” is the wonder 
drug featured in the great Sulfur-8 Hair 
and Scalp Conditioner formula. Only 
Sulfur-8 has that sensational formula! 








DOUBLE ACTION 
Works Two Ways — 
On Hair and Scolp 

1. BENEFITS 2. BEAUTIFIES 


—_ 
— 
S 


RS 








something wonderful happens 


when Sulfur-8 goes to work to help hair and scalp 


What a thrill it is to get admiring glances 
and compliments about the beauty of 
your hair! Yes, you are really at your 
best when your hair is a glorious crown 
to your charm —soft and radiant...look- 
ing so smooth and full and 
magnificently long. 

But your hair can’t look 
\_ right if certain conditions 
are wrong! 

Sulfur-8 can’t give you 
a new scalp, nor make your hair grow or 
be longer than your scalp allows, but 
when used in time, it usually works 
wonders on many conditions that may 
hold your hair back from looking its best. 

So, watch out for the warning signs: 





SULFUR-8 


HAIR and SCALP CONDITIONER 


Also Use { 
8 





GLOSS-8 — The Pressing Oil for superior results 
SULFUR-8 SHAMPOO -— There’s nothing better! 


Maybe your scalp itches or feels “tight” 
from dryness. Does your hair seem dull 
and dead-looking? Could be, the break- 
ing off and frizzy split ends of your 
brittle-dry hair makes it look rough and 
short. Act fast when you see those signs! 
When you use Sulfur-8 as directed, 
notice how soon that vitalizing massage 
action makes your scalp feel more alive 
and healthy, and how your hair begins 
to look longer, thicker, and softer. Those 
ugly dandruff flakes seem to disappear 
and your hair just seems to glow with 
new richness and lustre. Yes, Sulfur-8 
makes a big, wonderful difference! 








Letters To 


BUTTERBEANS & SUSIE 


I have just finished March issue and read 
“Greatest Romance In Show Business” by Mr, 
and Mrs. Jodie Edwards known as Butterbeans 


and Susie and saw their home on Calumet Ave. 
nue on the South Side. I know many old 
friends of theirs, and want to write them so 

please forward my name and address. 
L. Lewis 
Cleveland, Ohio 

RUTH BROWN 

I enjoy TAN’s down-to-earth stories about 
ordinary people but after reading the article 
“Mama, He Treats Your Daughter Mean” by 
Ruth Brown, I had to write. She practically 
stated her distaste for small towns because of 
their high prices and filthy hotels, etc. Yet, 
small town people play her records on juke 
boxes, and when she and other actors appear 
they pay twice as much as folk in cities. She 
has plowed and picked cotton, so she should 
be accustomed to living conditions in small 


places. 
R. Smith 
Martin, Tenn. 


I have just finished reading “Mama, He 
Treats Your Daughter Mean” by Ruth Brown, 
in the January issue of Tan. I think it was 
very inspiring and that if there were more ar- 
ticles like this I feel that more people would 
be interested in buying TAN. 

I also liked “I Am A Divorce Detective” 
by Lloyd Mitchell, because I have always heard 
of such things, and I was simply carried away 
by “Confessions of a Disc Jockey.” If it isn’t 
asking too much, I would like to know how to 
get in touch with him to talk with him. 

Romie G. Glover 
Bridgeport, Conn. 


TEEN TALK 

I am a constant reader of TAN and I think 
it is the best book on the market. 

I am 16 years old and I really enjoy reading 
Teen Talk, because we teen-agers need advice. 
If we would just stop to realize some of these 
things and try to do them, we would be better 
off. 
Keep up the good work. 

Alsacia L. Johnson 
Weimar, Texas 


‘SEX WAS MY DOWNFALL’ 

Yes, there is a solution to the problem in 
“Sex Was My Downfall” in the February issue 
of TAN. It’s all in your mind, it’s simply in 
fatuation. How do I know? I’ve experienced 
the same thing. Love is something deep and 
unexplainable. 

When a thing starts affecting a person’s mind 
like Donna did, it is doing more harm 


good. 
E. Whitehead 
North Chicago, Illinois 


‘NOT AFRAID TO SAY YES’ 

I am a reader of TAN and have been since 
1953 and think that the story, “I’m Not Afraid 
To Say Yes” is wonderful. I will keep 


reading them. 
Mrs. Willie Hall Jr. 
Rocky Ford, Georgia 


‘IS MARRIAGE END OF LOVE?” 

I enjoy reading TAN very much. [ think it 
is one of the best. I would like to express my 
appreciation to you for one of the most inter: 
esting features in the February issue of TAN, 
“Is Marriage The End Of Love?”. I had been 
wondering about the same question. So I saJ 
thanks for such a fine answer and such a fine 


book. 
Miss Eveline Kurt 
Fort Lauderdale, Florida 
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The Editor 


RACIAL MIXING 


I am a white reader of TAN. I enjoy it very 
much. And | have read articles on race segrega- 
tion. There should not be such a thing in 
America. America is supposed to be a Christian 
nation. If any man or woman shows me in the 
Bible where it says “segregation” I will eat his 


t. 

“tt says all mankind and we all have souls, 
black, white, yellow, and if a white man doesn’t 
like black and a black man doesn’t like a white 
man, what are we going to do when we all get 
to heaven? For it is going to be black and white 
there and we are all going to be together. The 


Bible says so. 
B. F. Murphy 
Shreveport, La. 


SERVICEMEN LIKE TAN 


I want to congratulate you on TAN, a very 
fine magazine. I read it every time I can get 
one. Boy they really are tops in my life every 
month. 

The fellows in my squad are crazy about it. 
That includes the white boys, too. Keep the 
fine work up. 

Cpl. Loranger Scott 
Philadelphia, Pa. 

Before my enlistment in the U. S. Marine 
Corps and during my tour of duty in Korea, 
I've had the pleasure of reading TAN and 
would like to compliment you on your splendid 
work. The only thing I regret is that these fine 
magazines aren’t directly available to the serv- 
icemen overseas. They serve as_ excellent 
morale builders. 

I notice that you have helped many service- 
ment overseas receive mail from home. | would 
be ever so grateful if you’d help me solve the 
same problem. 

Pfc. Edward G. White 
F.P.O. San Francisco, Calif. 


I have just finished reading the February 
issue of TAN magazine which comes to one of 
the boys here in the tent in Korea. I would like 
to know if you could send me Barbara Velasco's 
address so that I could write and get a picture 
from her personally. She is beautiful. 

Pvt. Bill E. Carr 


Korea 


‘MOTHER-IN-LAW TROUBLE’ 


I read in your January issue of TAN “Moth- 
er-In-Law Trouble.” I once had a mother-in- 
law. She’s passed on now but I didn’t have as 
much trouble with her as I did with the sis- 
ters-in-law. So when | read this story I think 
she did the right thing to call her husband and 
not live under the mother-in-law’s roof, just 
visit often. I think she is making a wise step 
to go back to work awhile. I sure like TAN 
magazine. 

Mrs. V. S. Y. 


Shreveport, La. 


‘DISC JOCKEY’ 

I just finished reading “Confessions Of A 
Dise Jockey.” It is very interesting and I hope 
that you will publish more stories of this kind. 
It will open the eyes of people like Jack 
Walton. 

Bettye Jo Lawhone 
Charlotte, N. C. 


‘TOO PERFECT WIFE’ 

I am a reader of TAN and find it wonderful. 
The story “Too Perfect Wife” was the top. 
Congratulations and keep up the good work. 

Mrs. Dorothy E. Carey 
Capeville, Va. 

This is my first time writing in but I am one 
TAN reader who has been reading this book 
ever since it has been out. I enjoy reading all 
stories beeause they are my people, so please 
keep up the good work. 

Mrs. Blanche Williams 
Weirton, W. Va. 
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accent your beauty with 
BE-BOP* 


PERSONALITY 
GLASSES 











Your eyes sporkie in these gorgeous, glittering 

beovties. BE-BOP* Glasses make you really differ- 

ent, highlight your ity ond moke you 

more attractive, ine quality lenses—in clear 
tint—hove 


you protect your 
eyes from dust, sun, and wind while glorifying 









No. 317 
DAISY 

DREAM 
Diamond 
type jewels 
twinkle in the aelicate Mother-of- 
Pear! Daisies that ornament this 





beauty. A wonderful frame for Ne. SIT A 
“‘come-hither”’ eyes. Your choice of BAIT.. Glitter- 
Brown or Black frames. A ‘‘must’’ ing, 24 K. Gold 
for special occasions. $3.95 lated bow- 
beautiful 

















No. 284 HE-MAN 
Women love this new 
look. Distinguished 
straight top in Tortoise 
Shell, Black or Brown 
genuine optical zy! 
frame. Special wire- 





No. 106 GLAMOUR BOP-TOP 


Saucy eyes dance demurely behind core temple permits 
glasses of smart simplicity. Choose Blue instant ad- 

or Pink Pearl frames for your feminine justment for 
moments — Brown Shell or Black for your perfect fit. 

Career Girl days. $3.95 


No. 322 YOUNG EXECUTIVE 
(Young men’s Bop-Top) 3.95 





$4.95 
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| HERMAN OPTICAL CO., 198Z Market St., Newark 2, NJ. 
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BEAU CATCHER Please send C.0.D. Style No. 

Wonderfully " Lens Color Frame Color 

attractive — 

they’re really men | Name 

Catchers! Smart Demi-Amber Brown or 

Black frames with Gold plated trim. | 

Genuine optical zyl frames. $6.95 Address wansnens “- 
Ne. 222 BEAU CATCHER DELUXE | City Zone State 


Impressive with rich GOLD FILLED trim. $6.95 


SEND NO MONEY — 10 DAY TRIAL — Pay 
postman plus postage or d money and we s 
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While he had never been unfaithful to Myra, Emory 


still found their marriage gradually falling apart, but 


an affair with another woman helped him save it. 


««@'HOW ME A married man 

who isn’t chasing other 
women and I'll show you a man 
with two broken legs!” 

That was Delma talking, as em- 
phatie and as all-fired sure of her- 
self as usual. Her remarks drew a 
hearty laugh from the group sur- 
rounding her; the women nodding 
their agreement and the men 
squirming under the angry glare 
of their wives. 

“That’s a good gag line,” I cut 
in, “but let’s stick to the point.” 

Delma thrust. out her dimpled 
chin. “You think I’m stretching 
it? Let me tell you about the old 
geezer I had as a patient when I 
first started private nursing. He 
could hardly move because of 
rheumatism—but he sure wore his 
crutches down to nubs trying to 
eerner me!” 

| glanced across at Myra, my 
wife, to see how she was taking 
this wild talk of her friend. She 
was eating it up. Disgusted, I 
turned away and went over to get 
another drink. Phil was standing 
there by the table, which was lad- 
en down with dainty cocktail sand- 
wiches and good liquor. I had to 
admit, grudgingly, that however 
screwy her ideas, Delma was an 
excellent hostess. 

“Hi, Emory,” Phil said with a 





humorless smile. “Looks like Del- 
ma’s got us pegged.” 

“Us? Speak for yourself, 
chum.” From a distance, I watched 
Delma holding her audience spell- 
bound, as she continued her com- 
ments on the topic we'd been 
discussing —cheating husbands. 
“Look at her,” I said to Phil, 
“grandstanding all over the place. 
And Myra’s drinking in every 
word like Delma’s mouth was a 
prayer book!” 

“She talks too damn *much!” 
Phil growled under his - breath. 
“Almost as if she wanted our 
wives to find out.” 

“Find out what?” I demanded, 
pouring myself a stiff shot. | 
caught the expression on Phil’s 
face as I drank, and almost 
choked. “Don’t tell me you go 
along with that cock-eyed theory 
of hers!” 

“Don’t sound so self-righteous 
pal,” he said sarcastically, “after 
all, you’re still practically a newly- 
wed. Wait until you’ve been mar- 
ried a few more years.” 

I stared at him with the grow- 
ing realization that he was one of 
the “cheating husbands” Delma 
was talking about. I considered 
myself a close friend of Phil’s, yet 
I'd never dreamed he would even 
dare look (Continued on Page 76) 
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TERMI-CAPS 


(RUBBER NIPPLE COVERS) 


Saves ou S14 


$1.50 value ...for only $1.19! 
For a limited time you can get 3 Davol 
“Anti-Colic’® Nursers (8-oz., regularly 
30¢ each) . .. plus 3 new Termi-Caps 
(10¢ each) and 3 extra “Anti - Colic” 
Nipples (10¢ each) at a real saving. 
Available at leading drug and depart- 
ment stores. 


ce ome 


New Davol Termi-Caps insure 
complete sterile storage for the nipple 
right up to feeding time. No uprighting 
of nipple for feeding. Once you press 
Termi-Cap on, your hands never come 
in contact with nipple. When you heat 
bottle, keep Termi-Cap in place .. . 
whisk off when you're ready to feed 
baby. Perfect for true Terminal Steriliza- 
tion — which means that once formula 
cooking begins, the nipple is never ex- 
posed to air or touch until feeding starts. - 


Other Davo! advantages: Davol 
Nursers can be “regulated” to baby’s own 
feeding speed. Loosening or tightening 
the collar “regulates” flow ... from fast to 
slow. Bright-blue ounce-markings insure 
accurate measuring. Square-shape bottle 
is easy to clean, comfortable to hold. 


DAVOL RUBBER COMPANY 
PROVIDENCE 2.8.1 


% 1. a. AND PAT. PENDING 
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Got Relief For EE 





ON FEET 


“I’m on my feet all day and be- 
cause of this they sweat a lot, burn 
and itch. I saw an ad about Black 
and White Ointment and decided 
to try it. Got wonderful relief 
from the burning, itching misery. 
Couldn’t get along without Black 
and White Ointment.” 
John West - a 
re a. , | deenemerepanial prospects and portents 
GET BLACK AND WHITE . : present a more encouraging outlook 
OINTMENT TODAY for the month of May than for any other 
Eases stinging and burning of month of this year. Venus and Jupiter, 


simple ringworm, eczema, tetter. thy, - <¥ i 

leelloves Mehind oF aone nail ‘ : the planets which rate as the two most 
as antiseptic dressing to help BES fortunate of the solar system, will be 
prevent spread of infection. 25¢, . F ° wate 

60¢, 85¢. To cleanse skin, use i linked together in the sign Gemini for the 
Stash pet trintte- Dep. a first three weeks and then in the sign 
Cancer for the fourth week. 

The first three weeks can be looked to 
as the most beneficial and the “luckiest.” 
This Venusian and Jupiterian influence 
is not limited to any single channel of life 
since it can prove most fortunate for 
romance, new contacts, engagements, 


marriages and a wide scale of social 











interests. 4 

Those who are alert, wide awake and 
given to quick decisions will prosper 
and benefit the most. Those persons who 
have workable plans and a positive goal 
in view are most likely to enjoy greater 
fruits from their time and labor. 

This is a good time to open a new busi- 
ness and equally good for promoting and 
building any business or profession 
which is already established. It is also 
an excellent time for travel and visits in 
which pleasure alone or business and 
pleasure are the main object. Those who 
contemplate parties or other forms of 
entertainment will find their efforts 
crowned with success if they schedule 


For only a traction of a.cent FB | °°! se month fr oe 


many June marriages are the climax of 


Calumet B akin Powder engagements entered into in May. 
2 While all signs of the Zodiac are it 


cluded in the prosperous outlook for 


insures baking Success | May, there are two groups that are truly 


General Foods. 





in the spotlight. It is a particularly lucky 
month for Gem- (Continued on Page 75) 
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By Dan Burley 


ERT HOWELL, veteran singing comedian, and his 

old partner, Frank Radcliffe, the pianist and singer, 
have reunited. . . . For. several years, Bert teamed up 
with fast-talking Buddy Bowser in a comedy act that 
played the U. S. bigtime over and over again. For nearly 
25 years, Bert and Frank worked together, touring the 
world. It was in Australia that Frank won the golf cham- 
pionship of the Land Down Under during the 1930s. The 
act was classy all the way, Frank playing beautiful vaude- 
ville piano, Bert singing in a soothing tenor over his 
ukulele. Then something happened and they broke up. 
Bert picked up Bowser, a protege of Willie Bryant and 
Frank shifted from partner to partner. Bowser, who 
married the cover girl, Sara Lou Harris, is back in New 
York working as the husband in a wife-husband radio 
team with Sara Lou. 


00°90 


When the Beige Room in Chicago’s Pershing 
Hotel folded suddenly, stranding Clarence Robin- 
son’s Tropicana Revue, it brought on one of the 
worst hassles in recent years on the show front. 
Clarence finally worked out a deal in which some- 
body picked up the check for Hotel Pershing room 
rent for members of the revue, said to be around 
$750. Nobody got paid and the chorus girls and 
other acts grabbed rattlers right away for New 
York, Robinson having had the presence of mind 
to get railway fare both ways before coming West. 
However, Bob Bailey, Derby Wilson and LaBommie 
announced their curiosity over the whole deal in 
which they believed Phil Mansfield, reputed own- 
er of the room, was merely a front. Everybody 
was hot because of the deal in which the musicians 
got paid due to the get-tough policy of the all- 
Negro AFL Musicians Union, Local 208, headed by 
Harry Gray. He got every cent due. 

000 

Julie Gardner, believed to be one of the few, if not the 
only Negro girl jazz accordionist, is back in the business 
and strong. She showed up recently at the Hurricane in 
Pittsburgh where she was co-featured with Hammond 
organist Ruby Young and guitarist Cal King. Julie first 
came to attention in Harlem when Johnny Barone featured 
her at his Elks’ Rendezvous in a show that included Allen 
Drew and Louis Jordan’s Tympany Five. The buxom 
Julie was “hot” then and worked all the spots, including 
Murrain’s, Small’s Paradise, the Club 845 in the Bronx, 
the Apollo, Royal and Howard Theaters. Then she drifted 
into oblivion. The gal has all the (Continued on Page 80) 


with lovely, lustrous, 
thrilling hair 
appearance! 


Raveen’s 
new scientific 
formula works to help stop 


| dry scalp, splitting hair, breaking ends. 


| If you’ve been looking and looking for some- 


thing that would glorify your hair and give it 
more beautiful and glamorous appearance, 
RAVEEN may be the answer to your prayers. 
RAVEEN gets to work on that dry, itchy, 
scaly scalp and helps Nature to give you the 
appearance that goes with shining billows of 
long, lustrous hair you've always wanted. If the 
length of your hair has been affected by its un- 
due dryness, you owe it to yourself to try 


| RAVEEN on our generous no risk offer. 


Wloney Gack Guarantee! 

Try RAVEEN accord- 
ing to directions. If 
not completely sat- 
isfied, return unused 
portion of jar and 
full purchase price 
will be immediately 
refunded. 


ee ae 


1 RAVEEN ep. 1c.1 


1820 $. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, Ill. 


Please send me RAVEEN at once on your guar- 
anteed no risk offer. 


0 1 enclose $1.20 
0 Send C.0.D. plus postage 
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City State 
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does not heal 


...is the first of the seven 
commonest danger signals 
that may mean cancer...but 
should always mean a visit to 
your doctor. 

The other six danger signals 
are— 9 A lump or thickening, 
in the breast or elsewhere 
E¥ Unusual bleeding or dis- 
charge —§ Any change in a 
wart or mole Persistent 
indigestion or difficulty in 
swallowing [J Persistent 
hoarseness or cough Any 
change in normal bowel 
habits. 

For other facts about cancer 
that may some day save your 
life, phone the American Can- 
cer Society office nearest you, 
or write to “Cancer”—in care 
of your local Post Office. 


American Cancer Society 


JET—1820 South Michigan Avenve, Chicago 16 
6 months (26 issues) 
12 months (52 issues) 





TEEN 
TALK 


By Jane 


R ULES. LECTURES, rules, lectures! 
That’s all we get from the day we set 
foot in junior high,” a group of girls 
wailed as they emerged from a classroom 
hush-hush session, during which they 
had been taken over the coals about their 
behavior around school and on dates. 

“Every time a new weak sister goes too 
far with the honey dewing, they haul us 
away from our book beating and give us 
the same old pep talk. Wonder what they 
say to the fellas? They should catch it 
too,” one chubby bobby soxer moaned. 

It is only natural for youngsters to beat 
their chests in their resentment of disci- 
pline and limitations on their freedom, 
especially when they feel that they are 
not being trusted. 

No doubt the girls do get tired of hear- 
ing it laid on the line time and again, but 
it is vitally important for teen-age girls 
to understand early in adolescence, that 
they are faced with many pitfalls. In real- 
ity, sex education cannot begin too soon. 

Dr. Alfred Kinsey, noted sex author- 
ity, says it should begin when a tot is 
only a few months old because, without 
this training, a valuable opportunity has 
been lost. From data already collected on 
several hundred children under the age 
of five, Dr. Kinsey and his staff have 
found that much of the basic influence 
that will make a good or bad “personality 
adjustment” in marriage has been estab- 
lished by the ages of two to three. 

“The beginning of sex frustration and 
poor personality adjustment can start 
with the babe in arms,” he adds. 

One of the essential things for teen- 
agers to know is that there is a difference 
between emotional and physical satisfac- 
tion. Too many guys and gals imagine 
that they are hungry for physical satis- 
faction when what they actually want is 
emotional satisfaction. Others might set- 
tle for sex as a refuge. A case in point 
was the rural lass who went to a north- 
west city to attend high school. Snubbed 
by the other girls because of her back- 


Walters 


woods background and left out of most 
school social affairs, she became sexually 
intimate with some of the boys because 
they were nice to her. 

Most teen-agers are quick to say that 
they can handle the petting and necking 
situation and know just how far to go in 
the matter of petting. In fact they all in- 
sist that only the creeps turn out to be 
bad eggs. But this is far from being the 
case in so many instances. These bad 
eggs were once very good eggs, as was 
the little girl in the northwest town. 

Boredom, loneliness, too much idle 
time and even the strong desire to be 
popular, account for a number of good 
girls going astray. On the other hand, 
there are a large number of girls who 
firmly believe that they are in love. 

Modern psychologists declare that love 
is basically a state of mind and emotion, 
not a matter of sexual technique. When 
teen-agers know this and accept it as a 
part of their credo, their good judgment 
on dates can be trusted. 

The proper behavior between the sexes 
has resulted in conflicting opinions. Lib- 
eral family life authorities take issue with 
conservatives about it. All pre-marital 
petting is taboo according to conserva- 
tives while liberals see more danger to 
virginity as well as to emotional health 
in a flat taboo on petting. 

Dr. Kinsey believes that a discreet 
amount of petting experience is valuable 
to the young girl as well as the teen-age 
boy, in making satisfactory emotional 
and physical adjustments later in mar- 
riage. 

However, the most important thing for 
the teen-age girl to remember is that the 
only reason she is expected to forego re 
lations with a boy she loves is because of 
possible consequences for which no ut 
married girl is prepared. Among these 
are loss of reputation, pregnancy, ve 
nereal disease and a feeling of guilt. 

Whera teen-ager can develop this type 
of personal (Continued on Page 61) 
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DEARLY 
BELOVED 


A Forum Qn 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 
pe MRS. JACKSON: Perhaps 


my problem is hard to understand 
but I had to write because I need your 
advice. Should I try for a reconcilia- 
tion with my husband after being sep- 
arated five years? I blame myself for 
what happened long ago. We married 
young; he was 21] and I was 17. 

At the start of our marriage, we had 
to live with my folks. There was the 
usual trouble with them telling me he 
was no good, etc. My sister wanted 
us to move to the city where she lived 
and she wrote saying she needed me 
because she was ill. I left to take care 
of her although another sister could 
have gone instead. 

I was torn between loyalty to my 
mother and husband. He was good to 
me but we began to lose the closeness 
we should have had. He could always 
tell by my reactions when my folks had 
been talking to me about him. I did 
try to get in touch with him when I 
realized that I was to blame, but it was 
too late. 

During that time I lost my good 
health and was hospitalized for three 
years, so I let the matter drop. I didn’t 
want to be a burden, but I have never 
lost hope that there might be another 
chance for us. I have regained my 
health now but must live moderately. 
I learned recently that my husband has 
not remarried nor are we divorced. 
What should I do? 

K. R. 
Dear K. R.: 

If you sincerely love your husband, 
then contact him at once and tell him 
so. No doubt (Continued on Page 60) 





This is the great new scientific 


development you read about in 


READER’S DIGEST 


LISTERINE 


Antizyme 


TOOTH PASTE 


the major cause 
ar tooth 


evety minute 


Reader's Digest names Antizyme by name, 
in reporting this exciting development, 
the first continuous-action anti-enzyme 
tooth paste. It stops the major cause of 
tooth decay—not temporarily, but for 12 
to 24 hours after each brushing. 

The anti-enzyme ingredient in Listerine 
Antizyme Tooth Paste is found in no 
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other tooth paste. This tasteless, invisible 
wonder-worker is brushed right onto tooth 
surfaces and stays there all day, or all night 
long to stop the formation of harmful 
decay acids on your teeth. (And you'll 
love that crisp wake-up flavor!) 


THE ACIDOMETER 
TELLS THE STORY 


OTHER TYPES OF 
TOOTH PASTE—DAN- 
GEROUS DECAY ACIDS 
IN % HOUR—The 
Acidometer (an instru- 
ment electronically measures 
decay acids on teeth), proved that 
other types of tooth paste give only 
temporary protection, 2 hour or less! 





ANTIZYME TOOTH 

PASTE—12 TO 24 

HOUR PROTECTION — 

Exactly the same kinds 

of tests were made on 
people using Antizyme Tooth Paste. 
9 times out of 10, the Acidometer 
proved teeth safe . . . no harmful 
decay acids .. . even |2 to 24 hours 
after brushing. 











A Product of The Lambert Company 





— FREEV 2x OFFER2 wit percha of 5-02: size 


At all drug counters—while they last! Special free Trial Size banded with new 5-oz. 


Economy Size. Use Trial Size tube first. If you're not delighted with 


in every 


way, just return the Economy Size tube any time before August 1, 1954, to: 
The Lambert Company, 2117 Franklin Avenue, St. Louis, Missouri 
and get back every penny of your money by return mail. Don't miss out! Get your Free 


Trial Tube of Antizyme today! 
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ration of the Faces, af When he learned that love is really color blind, it 
was too late. 


me eD: A Negro wife. 

If the leading daily newspaper in my com- 
munity would accept such an advertisement as the 
above, | would gladly pay any amount within my 
power to have it inserted. 

More than anything else in the world, 
blond-haired. Anglo-Saxon, twenty- 


three years of age and in good sound mental and 


I, a 
green-eyed 
physical health, want a Negro woman to become 
my life companion. 

Of course, the newspaper won't accept the ad. 
I know that without even asking. And it isn’t only 
in my native Georgia town that they won't ac- 
cept it. 

In almost any town in America, I suppose, 
people of my race would be shocked to learn that 
I yearn for a Negro bride. 

Nine chances out of ten. most Negroes who read 
this story will also be shocked not only because, 
to my knowledge, many Negroes are as bitterly 
opposed to interracial marriages as whites, but 
also because they will no doubt misinterpret my 
motive when I add that | don’t want just a Negro 
woman—I want a Negro woman who is finan- 
cially independent. 

Call me a male gold-digger, if you will. But, at 
least, have the patience to read my story. to go 
back into my past with me and re-live the unusual 
drama which causes me to put out my shingle for 
a dark-skinned bride and to attach to it—a price 
tag. 

In a family hulking, 
sons. all of whom faithfully followed the physical 


of seven sturdily-built 


pattern set by my dad, | was somewhat of a freak. 


From infancy I was delicate-featured. small of 


bone and muscle, sensitive to music, to nature and 
to pain. 

When I became old enough to understand such 
things, I could sense the resentment and contempt 
of dad. a perfect brute of a man who revelled in 
his strength and his power to run a prospering 
lumber mill with profanity and an iron hand. 

I suppose it was dad’s dislike for me which 
drew me so closely to mom. | was her favorite. her 
pet. When my swaggering brothers picked on me, 
teased me for being puny. for liking “sissy” things 
like poetry and symphonies, it was always mom 
who came raging to my defense, offering her lov- 
ing arms as a refuge in my distress. 

Different or not, | was still dad’s son and grudg- 
ingly he recognized that fact until | committed 
what was in his eyesight the unforgivable sin. 

The big rift between Dad Holcomb and me 
came one afternoon when | was in the final class 
in grade school. My brothers. all older than my- 
self, spent afternoons after school. working in the 
lumber mill, learning the business from the 
ground up. building their husky frames into ad- 
mirable manliness { hated the lumber yard and. 
even though I didn't dare defy dad by refusing to 
go to work there. [ used every ounce of ingenuity 
to get out of engaging in the rugged work called 
for. 

I found that with a little diplomacy and by pay- 
ing flattering attention to the foreman over the 
crew to which | belonged, | could check in to 
work, put in a few hours and then duck off to a 
secluded nearby spot and busy myself as | chose. 
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I chose to oceupy myself with a cher- 
sal pencil and a drawing pad, sketching 
the great trees around me, lining out 
rawings of the beautiful things of na- 
ire around me. One of my favorite 


>! : ehow, somewhere, he could find another Negro 
‘oman and, through her, right the wrong he had done. 


ubjects had become making “endless — 


stches of mom’s sweet, gentle face. One 
ry, | knew, I would reach such a stage 
f perfection in my artistic endeavors 
at I would paint an image of mom 
ich would become every bit as famous 
“Whistler’s Mother.” 
The eventful day of my young life was 
hen Dad, on an unannounced tour of 


spection, stalked up to me as JF sat “storming. But some inner urge 













“contentedly on 

ing. Before I realized he was % 
Dad was standing in front of 1 
strong face contorted with fury, t 
ger veins standing out at his nec 


“Worthless, good-for-nothing 
fool” he raged. “So this is ho 
work: You don’t get like @ son 6 
I’ve a good mind to pall down 
breeches and give you the worst 
a lazy shiftless brat eyer got fro 
father.” 

I trembled like a leaf before 
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: F Sally couldn’t believe it when Tony’s wife suggested that she and Touy Kaye an affair 
particularly when she had thought that her lové for ns pe wae - a ‘peeret, 


TWAS A strange kind of love affair that Tony and I drifted 
_ * into—for his wife knew all about it and approved, yes, 
= even encouraged us. But that didn’t take the blight off our 
romance. It was wrong, wrong. Such a situation could*bring 
~ ‘only tragedy to the three of us, and it did. 

I know you'll find it hard to believe that a woman could 
‘gand by and not protest while her husband headed for an 
“gfair with her best friend. But, you'll understand after. you 
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Having an affair with her best friend’s husband was 


‘all right with Sally because she liked forbidden fruit 


but when she got permission, she lost her appetite. 


maybe ten, hours of standing on my feet 
behind the counter in a department store. 
Finally, back home with Joedy again and 
several more hours of washing, ironing 
and mending for Joedy and me. 

Many times I fell asleep in a chair with 
the mending in my hands. Or cried wea- 
rily in the darkness, too tired to go to 
sleep after I did get to bed, long after 
midnight. 

It’s pretty hard on a young girl, alone 
in a strange city, with a two-year-old 
child to care for. Things kept getting 
worse and worse for us until I reached 
the very brink of despair. And then, as it 
sometimes happens, when a human being 


has had all she can bear, God put in a - 


helping hand. 

I'll never forget that last week in our 
room. It will always stick in my mind as 
the blackest week of my life. First, Joedy 
had been sick with a bad cold that devel- 
oped into a bronchial condition. The doc- 
tor down at the free clinic where I took 
her in the evenings, looked worried when 
he examined her. 

“She'll have to have a lot of vitamins, 
Mrs. Williams. And get her out in the 
sunshine more. If she gets any more run- 
down, there may be danger of tubercu- 
losis.” 

His words struck a frightened chill to 
my heart. My mother had died of tuber- 
culosis. | carried Joedy home and paced 
the floor that night. What could I do? I 
was barely making enough at the depart- 
ment store to pay for food and rent and 
the nursery that cared for Joedy during 
the day. I knew that she didn’t get the 
personal attention she should have. But I 
certainly couldn’t afford a private nurse 
for her. And where would the money 
come for expensive vitamins? 

If only, I thought bitterly, I were bet- 
ter prepared for life. If I had some kind 
of secretarial training, I might get a bet- 
ter job. But all I knew how to do was 
clerk in a store or clean house. 

! got through that week in a daze. My 
mind kept thinking, “Joedy, Joedy— 
20 





what can I do? Please, God, don’t let my 
little girl get any sicker.” 

But she was. I could see her becoming 
weak and listless before my very eyes. 

By the end of the week, I was becom- 
ing frantic. And that Saturday night, the 
last blow, fell. That day of the week, we 
always worked until nine o’clock in the 
evening. It was hard, with the week-end 
rush and all, but I always welcomed Sat- 
urday, because | could think about the 
next day being Sunday, a whole day that 
I could spend playing with Joedy. 

After the front doors closed and we 
cleared our cash registers, | went back to 
the office to get my weekly pay check. 
When Mr. Harrison, the manager, gave 
me my envelope, he said, “Sally, I hate to 
tell you this, but we’re going to have to 
cut down on our help. The busy season is 
over for the year and we just have more 
clerks than we need.” 

His eyes looked sincerely sorry, as he 
said, “We’re letting five of the girls go. 
I’m afraid you'll have to be one of the 
five, Sally. We’re discharging the girls 
who have been here the shortest time.” 

I stumbled home with Joedy in my 
arms, panic-stricken. Mr. Harrison had 
given me a week’s notice. But how could 
I find another job in just a week? I 
didn’t have a dime in the bank. | barely 
managed to stretch my pay check from 
one Saturday to the next. 

That night I sat beside Joedy’s bed, al- 
most too frightened and bitter to pray. 
Even God, it seemed, had deserted me. I 
remember | sat up that entire night, 
afraid to go to bed because of the terrible 
coughing spells Joedy was having. She’d 
sleep fitfully for a while, then begin 
coughing and choking and | had to pick 
her up so she could breathe. 

The next day, Sunday, I wearily 
dressed Joedy in her warmest little suit 
and took her to the park on the bus. | 
hunteda patch of sunlight for her to play 
in? and sank numbly down beside her. 
There was such little sun this time of the 
year! If only I could afford to take her 
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warm sun felt this time of year. 


Tears stung my eyes as | watched her 


sitting listlessly on the grass, barely ip. 
terested in her doll. 

By three o’clock, the sky turned grey 
and snow began to fall. I gathered her up 
in the blanket we’d brought along and 
started wearily down the gravel path to. 
ward the bus stop. I guess I wasn’t pay. 
ing much attention to where I was going, 
because I bumped right into a tall man 
wearing a grey overcoat. 

“I’m very sorry,” I mumbled, and 
stared to move around him. But his 
hands shot out and he grabbed both my 
shoulders, turning me back toward him, 

“Are my eyes deceiving me?” he asked 
in a rich baritone voice, “or is this little 
Sally Evans who used to boss me 
around?” 

I looked up at his face, bewilderedly, 
and then I recognized him. It was Tony 
Simmons! The boy I had grown up with 
in the orphanage. All through my child- 
hood, he had been my friend, and pro- 
tector—the closest to a real big brother 
I'd ever had. Why, I hadn’t seen him in 
five years! 

We were so dumbfounded, we just 
stared at each other with our mouths 
open. Then a big lump came into my 
heart and I began crying. I just couldn't 
help it—I was so glad to see somebody in 
this city I knew. I could have fallen on 
my knees right there in the park and 
thanked a kind Heaven for allowing us 
to bump into each other this way. 

Tony gave Joedy and me a big bear 
hug, wiped away my tears with his hand- 
kerchief, and then we were laughing and 
talking at the same time. 

“Hey, wait a minute,” Tony finally 
grinned. “I can see it’s going to take 
hours to get caught up. Where's your 
husband, Sally? Let’s round him up and 
all of us go to my apartment and havea 
good old-fashioned visit. I know Jay 
would love to meet you.” 

My eyes dropped away from his. “I— 
don’t have a husband any more, Tony,” | 
told him. “Mark left me shortly after we 
were married.” 

Tony’s nice brown eyes filled with 
compassion. “You poor kid,” he mur- 
mured. I guess he’d noticed how worm 
and threadbare our clothes were. It 
wasn’t hard for him to see we were hav- 
ing a tough time of it. 


“Well,” he said then, grinning agail 


South for a while. T had grown up in the ; 
South, and I remembered how good ¢ 7 
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5 just you and me and your young- 
go find a warm spot so we can talk!” 


” AW7E CROSSED A street and went into 


a cozy little bar. Tony found a se- 
cluded booth for us. He ordered a glass 
of warm milk for Joedy and drinks for 
himself and me. 

The drink stung my throat, but I was 
grateful for the warmth it brought to my 
chilled body. Soon we were chatting 
away. I had known that Tony lived some- 
where in this city and he said he often 
took walks in the park in the afternoon, 
so it wasn’t so surprising we had met. 
Probably we had passed each other in the 
park many times. Then I began telling 
Tony all of the things that had happened 
to me since I left the orphanage. 

He sat there, gravely listening, nod- 
ding once in a while, just the way he used 
to do in the home, when I took a childish 
problem to him. 

I told him how I had left the orphan- 
age in Savannah, three years ago, when I 
was sixteen. I’d planned to go North and 
find some kind of job while I took a sec- 
retarial course at night school. I’d had 
big ambitions of making something out 
of my life—but then I met Mark, a 
smooth, handsome guy ten years older 
than I was, and I fell in love with him. 
We were married in a week. 


I know I was awfully young when I 
met Mark and I must have been swept 
completely off my feet. I’d never had a 
family, you see. Except for Tony, nobody 
had ever given me any love. When Mark 
whispered sweet words in my ear and 
held me tightly, I fell as hard as a lonely 
girl can, who’s starved for affection. 

I tried to tell Tony about Mark, but 
what can I remember about my hus- 
band? I can remember the lies and the 
cruelty. All his big words and promises 
that never panned out. I remember how 
he couldn’t hold onto a job for a month 
at a time, and how he spent my money 
for whisky. I remember the times I found 
lipstick smudges on his shirts. And I re- 
member how he finally walked out on me, 
disappeared completely with some other 
woman, when Joedy was on the way. 
That’s all I remember of Mark Williams, 
my husband. 


Tony sat listening while I talked. I 
couldn’t hold the words back; they’d 


sqbeen dammed up in me too long. Now the 
dam broke and I told everything. I told 


about the miserable room where we 


lived, about Joedy being sick and finally 
about me losing my job. 

At last, I covered my face with my 
hands. “I’m—I’m sorry, Tony,” I 
choked. “I haven’t any business loading 
you down with my troubles. But—but 
I’ve made such a mess of things.” 

Tony pulled my hands away from my 
face and held them tightly. “Look, 
honey,” he said, giving my fingers a 
squeeze; “if you can’t tell old Tony, who 
can you tell?” 

Then he briskly suggested we all go up 
to his apartment for supper. He wanted 
me to meet Jay, his wife, and Tony Jun- 
ior, his two-year-old son. We drove to his 
place in his big, late model automobile. 
When we stopped in front of an expen- 
sive apartment building in a nice part of 
town, I realized that Tony had done all 
right since he left the orphanage, and I 
was very happy for his sake. But then, I 
had always known Tony would get 
along; he’d always been smart and ambi- 
tious. 

In the foyer, before we pushed the ele- 
vator button, Tony put his arm lightly 
around my shoulder. I noticed a sudden 
shadow pass over his face. “I want to tell 
you about Jay before we go up,” he said. 
“‘She—well, she was in an auto accident 
over a year ago, Sally. She’s been in a 
wheel chair ever since. I didn’t want it to 
be too much of a shock when you first 
saw her.” 

His words brought a rush of tears to 
my eyes. Poor Tony. Here I’d been tell- 
ing him my troubles all afternoon. He 
had plenty of his own. “I’m awfully 
sorry, Tony,” I said with heartfelt sym- 
pathy. 

He shrugged. “Those thing happen to 
us in life, | guess. She’s been awfully 
brave, Sally.” My heart filled with com- 
passion. My fingers yearned to smooth 
away the tired, bitter lines from around 
Tony’s young mouth. Impulsively, I 
stood on tip-toes and brushed his cheek 
with a kiss. 

It was an innocent gesture. I had 
kissed Tony that way for years in the 
home, as I would my big brother. 

His arm tightened around_my shoul- 
ders for a split second, and he smiled a 
little wistfully at me. “Sweet little Sally,” 
he murmured. “You always were my best 
girl.” Then his voice became light and 
gay again. “Here’s the elevator. Let’s go 
up and meet the rest of the family, huh?” 

Jay was a grand person. She was very 
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pretty, in spite of the shadow of pain that 
hovered constantly in the back of her 
eyes. “Tony has spoken of you so often, 
Sally, dear,” she smiled, taking my hand. 
It was so wonderful, being with them 
that afternoon! For a few hours I felt 
safe and secure in their lovely apartment. 
I dreaded the thought of having to go 
back to our cold, bare room that night. 
We talked about the past and about 
our children. While we visited, little 


Tony Junior and Joedy played on Se ee 


rug. I watched them and my eyes got 
damp when I compared Tony Junior’s 
husky, energetic little body with poor 
thin, sickly Joedy. I couldn’t help a sharp 
stab of jealousy for my daughter’s sake. 
If only she’d had the advantages of 
Tony’s boy! 

Back in the orphans’ home, Tony and 
I had often talked about the day we 
would get married when we grew up. In 
our young minds we had accepted the 
fact that one day I would be Tony’s wife. 
But then Tony had left the home two 
years before I did. He’d lost himself in 
his work, driven by his ambition to make 
a success. We’d lost touch with each other 
and each of us married somebody else. 
How strange things worked out! 

The afternoon fled by. When it was 
time for supper, Tony rolled Jay’s chair 
into the kitchen and stayed to help her 
prepare the steaks. I played with the two 
children on the rug. For a few hours I 
had forgotten my desperate trouble. But 
it all came back now, settling on my 
shoulders, a cold, bleak weight. 

And then, Tony and Jay come out of 
the kitchen with the answer to my 
prayers. “Supper’ll be ready in a min- 
ute,” Tony grinned, pushing Jay’s wheel 
chair. “While it’s cooking, Jay and I 
have a proposition to talk over with you, 
Sally.” 

“Yes,” Jay chimed in, her lovely face 
animated with excitement. “And you 
must say yes, Sally—you must!” 

I listened to Tony’s words for the next 
few minutes and I just couldn’t believe 


what he was saying. He was planning)t0™ 


take Jay and Tony Junior to the South to 
live because their doctor thought it best 
for Jay’s condition. Tony had sold out his 
interest in a printing firm here, and 
planned to start some new kind of busi- 
ness wherever they went. 

The point of it all was that they needed 
someone to help Jay with the housework 
and with little Tony. A sort of combina- 
tion nurse (Continued on Page 44) 
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of Pete, Penny—let Randy loose 
you choke him to death!” 
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T HAS BEEN difficult for me 
to bring myself to write this 
story. Because it is about me. 
And it has to be true. But have 
I the courage to write it all down 
—honestly and completely ? 

Even now I’m not entirely 
sure. But I will try. Because 
I’ve got to learn what kind of 
person I really am beneath the 
attractive exterior which until 
now has gotten me just about 
everything I’ve wanted. Depend- 
ing upon what I find out is my 
chance of the kind of happiness 
many would give their souls to 
possess. The kind of happiness 
I didn’t even know existed. Not 
until | met Randy. 

Randy... 

Myrtle telephoned me shortly 
after I got home from school 
that lovely afternoon in late 
spring. 

“Hiya, baby doll?” she 
greeted in her usual breezy way. 
“Hey. honey—how’s about trip- 
ping over to my castle this eve- 
ning?” 

“Any special reason. Myrt?” 

“Girl—yes!” 

“Like what?” 

“Like who, you mean!” 

“Have it your way. Like 
who? Although it should be 
whom.” 

“Stop being the schoolmarm. 
baby doll. And never mind who 
or whom it is—except that it’s 
a he! A dream boat! Inter- 
ested?” 

a \ (0 | a 

“Uhuh. You’re interested. I'll 
expect you around seven-thirty 
or eight. Cocktails and stuff.” 


“Okay. But Myrt, this had 





Penny never dreamed that her efforts to be popular with the town’s males would tag her 


a woman of easy virtue, but if only Randy understood, all would be well. 





better be great. Because I was 
planning on a long. relaxing hot 
bath and going to bed early for 
a change.” 

“Well, take a quick, cool bath 
and hurry over and stay up late 
—as usual. “Bye, now!” 

Myrt’s “dream boat” hadn't 
arrived when I got to her house, 
and she, Beanie told me, was 
upstairs dressing. He was her 
husband. a plump genial man, 
at the moment carefully holding 
a huge cocktail shaker which he 
swished about as I followed him 
into the ‘kitchen. 

“What's in that?” | asked. 

“Never you mind, Luscious 
One.” he laughed. “If I told 
you. you'd be scared to try it. 


It’s my own invention in honor 


of—” He stopped and grinned, 
adding. “Our — uh — honored 


guest. and so on.” 

“Oh, fooey on you, Lover 
Boy.” I exclaimed. “Why all 
the mystery? Who is this per- 
sonage? The King of Siam in 
his diamond weskit?” 

Patience. Penelope.” Beanie 
said, still grinning. “But out of 
the kindness of my extremely 
kind heart. | will give you a 
small hint. You are in for a 
shall we say a—shock? But, a 
nice one. | hope. | hope.” 

I fluttered my lashes roguish- 
ly and sweetly drawled, “Could 
be it might be he who will get 
shocked. whoever he is.” 

Beanie laughed and gave the 
shaker a final vigorous workout 
before placing it in the refrig- 


erator. “You do hate yourself. 


don’t you Penny?” he chuckled. 


“Think (Continued on Page 54) 
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SHOWGIRLS SETTLE DOWN? 


; s a former showgirl, LaFawn Hartman, wife of singer Johnny Hartman, has known 
a the glamor and thrills of show business, but being a wife, she says, tops it all. 


Fr: 


THEN THEY turned out the lights 
* for the last time and padlocked the 
jors of the famous Zanzibar Cafe on 
roadway, it marked the end of my ca- 
fer in show business. It also meant 
iat for the majority of colored girls, 
& glamorous phase of the entertainment 
efeld in which so many had won fame 
"and fortune had passed out of existence. 
=f was one of the highly-publicized Zan- 
“sib pauts, a specially-picked group of 
igirls who came to be noted for their 
singing, their dancing or their beauty— 
for all three. 
© The closing of the Zanzibar left me 
mith two choices—I could go to work 
vin another club, one which might not 
"have the prestige or the exclusiveness 
the Zanzibar, or I could quit show 
iness. Some of the girls went into 
fashion and photographic modeling, like 
‘Carolle Drake and Mary Cunningham; 
pthers made new and exciting careers 
or themselves, as Sara Lou Haris did 
in radio. 
I was neither a singer nor a dancer, 
ut a show girl; they are not part of 
ie chorus line, but add color and glam- 
far to the show by virtue of their shape- 
s and ability to wear exotic cos- 
ur At the Zanzibar, we were em- 
yees; we were paid regularly and the 
fanagement did not permit customers 
mingle with the girls between shows. 
pfealized that these favorable condi- 
ions would not be found in the one or 
two other New York spots where Negro 
firls work. The high standards of the 
#anzibar just didn’t operate anywhere 


> So, taking all these things into con- 
puderation, I quit show business. 


By MRS. JOHNNY HARTMAN 


To people with only a vague notion 
of what the entertainment world is like 
and have misguided ideas about the 
girls who are a part of it, the question 
might occur: “Do you miss the glam- 
our, the excitement, the applause?” or 
put more bluntly, “Can a showgirl set- 
tle down to being a housewife?” 

Of course, it depends on which ex- 
showgirl you ask, but my answer would 
be a great big “yes.” 

Especially if she is in love with her 
husband and if he happens to be a swell 
guy, as Johnny Hartman is. My mar- 
riage with Johnny has more than made 
up for what I may be missing in the 
entertainment world. 

We’re together all the time and love 
every minute of it, so I don’t have time 
to get lonely. Although Johnny is the 
quiet, “slippers by the fire” type of man, 
we often go out together and we always 
run into our friends in show business, 
many of them celebrities. As for the 
applause and the warm response of 
an appreciative audience, I get that 
through Johnny when he sings. When 
he’s behind the footlights, he’s repre- 
senting me and I’m proud, not jealous 
of his career. 

You see, I travel with him on his 
out-of-town dates and I’m right there 
at the ringside table for every show. 
Sometimes people ask me, “Don’t you 
get tired sitting there, seeing the same 
show over and over?” Well, if you’ve 
ever heard Johnny sing, either in person 
or on records, you can understand that 
one could never get bored or fed up 
with his style of vocalizing. So I in- 
variably smile and answer, “He’s just 
a sweet singer, and I love him!” 


Besides, Johnny likes to see me out 
there in the audience and says it gives 
him the inspiration that helps put over 
a song. After each show he comes over 
and asks me, “Mommy, how was I?” 

I kiss him and say, “Great, this trip!” 

That’s the way it’s been with us the 
five years we've been together. I believe 
that when two people are in love they 
don’t have to work at being married— 
they have fun at it. 

Johnny and I are so much alike in 
some respects and so different in others. 
For instance, we're both very senti- 
mental. I have every one of the letters 
he wrote me during the time we were 
going together, while Johnny, who never 
forgets a birthday or anniversary, goes 
home to be with his family every Christ- 
mas holiday. We've made that trip to 
Chicago every year and he refuses to ac- 
cept any bookings for that week between 
Christmas and New Year's Day. 

We are alike in our need for com- 
panionship. Johnny is the kind of hus- 
band who needs his wife around, doesn’t 
get bored in her company; neither of 
us likes to be alone. He is basically a 
home guy, content to stay home look- 
ing at television or reading the news- 
papers, but he takes delight in breaking 
loose now and then, saying, “Come on, 
let’s go!” and we're off for an evening 
on the town. 

On the other hand, we are different in 
our personalities. Johnny, as I said, is 
quiet and unassuming, while I’m the 
more open, “ready-to-make-friends” 
type. This characteristic, plus my back- 
ground in show business, makes it easy 
for me to meet all types of people. 

Many times after his show at a night 
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Settling down to domestic 
life is really not hard when 
your heart is tied up with 
your husband’s career, says 
wife of rising young singer. 


lub, Johnny doesn’t feel like laughing 
nd talking with all the people who in- 
vite us over to their tables, so that’s 
vhen I carry the ball. When the crowd 
particularly friendly, by the time 
e’re ready to leave I feel as if I’ve 
orked too! 
(nd the patrons in the clubs where 
he works are so nice to me. After the 
rst show and they see I’m with John- 
they'll ask me over while he’s on 
stage for the next show. When this hap- 
ened in an exclusive Washington, 
C., spot, I was really pleasantly sur- 
rised by the friendliness of the white 
atrons, particularly since there is one 
itery down there which books all the 
p Negro entertainers, but does not 
elcome colored patrons. 
When Johnny appeared there, that 
as one time I was not in the audience; 
made me stay in the hotel, not want- 
x to expose me to any unpleasantness. 
Johnny Hartman was vocalist with 
Dizzy Gillespie band when I first 
et him in July of 1948 in New York. 
t the time, | was switchboard operator 
t the Hotel Theresa, and not too long 
ut of show business. I had seen many 
ypes of men after leaving my home- 
wn, Baltimore. 
Fritz Pollard auditioned me at his 
in Tan Studios for roles in the 
undie Movie shorts they were making 
re. Soundies were all the rage then, 
ith Louis Jordan, Cab Calloway and 
her “name” entertainers making films 
hich were projected in coin machines 
) bars, restaurants, and similar spots. 
lost of them were musicals and, of 
irse, featured lots of pretty girls. 
remember one year I earned so 
ich that I didn’t have to work for a 
isiderable time afterward. It was 
itz who selected the Zanzibeauts and 
me in the original group of 12. 
fter the Zanzibar, I went into hair 
ng and got occasional assignments 
a model. Then I went to work at 
heresa. 
\s I said, I thought I’d seen all types 
nen in and close to show business 
ig that time, but Johnny was so 


i ins 
ferent that he made a lasting impres- 
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Carefree Hartmans enjoy hearty laugh over photographs of Johnny which he has 
accumulated on his tours. They like to sprawl on floor to read, listen to records. 


sion on me. I had seen him coming in 
and out of the hotel; there was none of 
the loud and wrong business about him 
and he didn’t clown or try to show off 
as so many characters do. 

Johnny was trying to crash the big- 
time as a vocalist and at that point he 
was rather disappointed at the slow 
progress he was making since his debut 
at the Apollo Theater with the Earl 
Hines band. Since he was out to get 
ahead as fast as he could, Johnny 
switched to Dizzy’s combo, then appear- 
ing at one of the Broadway spots. 


OT LONG AFTER he moved into 

the Theresa, a friend of mine in- 
troduced us. She later confessed that 
he had bribed her to do it, and I was 
flattered, as any woman would be. John- 
ny didn’t waste any time. Soon he was 
escorting me to the hot spots along 52nd 
Street and on Broadway, and various 
other places. 

My maiden name was LaFawn Gumbs, 
and my odd name furnished a topic for 
many a conversation. Johnny became 
more interested than ever when [| told 
him about my experiences in show busi- 
ness and it created a mutual interest be- 
tween us, even though all I had then 
was a scrapbook and my memories. 

Then, one night while we were dining 
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| native of New Orleans, Hartman 
Fan expert cook, specializes in pre- 
highly-seasoned Creole dishes. 
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Comfortably dressed for lounging, LaFawn and Johnny have fun by engaging in im- 
promptu duet. Hartman frequently asks wife’s opinion of song before recording it. 


at the Three Deuces on 52nd Street, 
Johnny turned to me suddenly and said, 
“LaFawn—what would say if I 
asked you to marry me?” 

A flock of butterflies began fluttering 
around inside. “You ask me 
right now, Johnny?” I asked, unable to 
think of anything better. 

“Right this minute!” 

I wasn’t quite sure whether he was 


you 


mean, 


asking me to marry him or just leading 
up to it, but he went on to tell me that 
he had fallen in love with me and want- 
ed me with him forever. I don’t sup- 
pose a proposal is totally unexpected by 
a woman who has been going steady 
with a fellow, but this one was so un- 
usual and Johnny’s speech was so sin- 
cere that we both wound up with but- 
terflies. 

A month later, we were married in an 
informal ceremony at city hall in New- 
ark, N. J., with my close friend, Dor- 
othy Tarrant, as my maid of honor. 
The butterflies were still there. 

In fact, butterflies came to be sort of 
a symbol of our love for each other. 
Johnny is always buying me pins in 
the shape of butterflies, and tablecloths 
decorated with them, and even hankies 
with embroidered butterflies with mov- 
able wings! When we wrote letters to 
each other, we used to draw butterflies 


at the bottom, where most people mark 
“X” for kisses. 

Johnny’s favorite song, the one he 
sings to me when he’s in a sentimental 
mood, begins, “Butterfly be careful of 
your wings, be careful of what tomor- 
row brings...” 

Almost the first gift Johnny gave me 
after our marriage was a set of three 
inexpensive, but very beautiful lapel 
pins he’d brought home from Chicago. 
I’'d had them about a couple of years 
when one night after we’d been out | 
discovered one of them was missing. | 
was so upset I couldn’t sleep a wink 
and early the next morning I hurried 
downstairs and began searching for it. 
Luckily, I found it right where I had 
apparently dropped it when getting out 
of the cab the night before. Now I keep 
those butterflies safe at home. 

This passion of mine for butterflies 
can lead to some funny situations. Last 
summer, Johnny and I| happened to run 
into Bill Kenny and his wife, who was 
wearing a most unusual piece of jewelry 
in the shape of a butterfly. I tried to 
coax Johnny into taking it away from 
her, but as he pointed out, I guess that 
was going a little too far. 

Wherever we travel, Johnny never 
fails to buy me a gift as a souvenir of 
the place we visited, usually a house- 
coat because we do a lot of entertain- 
ing at home. 

Life with Johnny is never dull and 
is full of surprises, as well as things 
that happen every day, yet never be- 
come commonplace. For example, no 
matter what I put on—it can be an out- 
fit he’s seen countless times before—he 
will say, “Gee, honey, you look swell 
tonight!” What woman could ever tire 
of compliments like that? 

Being a handsome guy and appearing 
before the public, Johnny is naturally 
the target of admiring women who want 
to make a fuss over him. I never get a 
chance to get jealous—he’s too busy 
making a fuss over me. And it’s so 
nice! 

On the road, Johnny and I generally 
have a late breakfast, then make the 
rounds of the recording companies. If 
a radio appearance is scheduled, I go 
along. The nice part of those inter- 
views is that they let me talk and so I 
feel very much a part of what is hap- 
pening to my husband. Later, we'll take 
in a movie or visit any friends we may 
have in that (Continued on Page 61) 
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HENEVER I used to read those 

murder mysteries or see the movies 
where the lawyer for some criminal 
pleaded with the court that his client had 
done wrong in a period of temporary in- 
sanity, I always believed the phrase was 
just another dodge, just an excuse to aid 
the wrong-doer in getting away with his 
crime. 

Today, as well as any other person on 
earth, I feel that I understand the phrase 
“temporary insanity.” For there is no 
other description I can give for what I 
went through, the heartless, bitter things 
I did which shipwrecked my marriage. 

If there is any way to find a clearly- 
defined beginning for the insanity which 
possessed me, I guess it could be said to 
have started the day that the judge 
granted Ralph the final decree in his suit 
against me for unfaithfulness. 

When the solemn words were pro- 
nounced, it was the first stunning realiza- 
tion I had that I had finally, irrevocably 
lost the man I had loved—but who I had 
betrayed. All along, I guess, during the 
months of our separation and even when 
the papers were served on me, I had be- 
lieved Ralph would change his mind, that 
he would forgive and forget. Even though 
I knew he was discreetly keeping com- 
pany with Mardella Gray, I had an un- 
derlying faith in my ability to win him 
back if I just went about my life calmly 
and not kicking up any fuss. 

But then I heard the court sentences 
which meant that Ralph and | were no 
longer man and wife, that I had no 
further claim on him. I forgot that I had 
intended to be a quiet spectator in this 
crowded courtroom. I forgot my pride. 

Clenching and unclenching my hands, 
I waited for Ralph at the door of the 
courtroom and, as he passed me with his 
lawyer, I screamed at the top of my 
lungs: 29 
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“You'll never be happy. You'll never 
be happy. To your dying day I will curse 
you and I will haunt you with my own 
unhappiness. Maybe she'll marry you. 
But she’ll never own you.” 

Through tear-fogged eyes, I saw the 
look of shock and pity on Ralph’s face. 
I saw him hesitate, then move on, leaving 
me there, shaking, trembling with emo- 
hen... 

They say the road to hell is paved with 
good intentions. I guess it’s true because, 
when I married Ralph, I had every in- 
tention of being a good, decent wife. I 
believed that I could leave my past be- 
hind me and begin a new life. After all, 
Ralph knew all about my past. I hadn’t 
tried to hide anything from him. 

Actually, when I come to think of it, 
there wasn’t really any way for me to 
hide what I was. When I met Ralph, I 
was engaged in the oldest form of busi- 
ness known to women of uncertain 
morals. When I met Ralph, he knew I 
was a woman of the streets. 

I’d come to New York from a small 
city in upstate New York. I belonged to 
a decent, normal family—nice enough 
people—but I was tired of their plod- 
ding, uneventful ways, their quiet accept- 
ance of a fenced-in life which, for the 
women, meant working in white folks’ 
kitchens and for the men meant jobs in a 
piano factory. 

I wanted to set the world on fire. 
Whenever New York City folks came out 
our way, I had stared at them with ad- 
miration, studied their actions, their 
speech. In every respect they seemed so 
different, so much more sophisticated, so 
used to the better things of life. I wanted 
those better things. So, one morning, in- 
stead of going to high school (I was in 
my senior year) I packed up my bags, 
went to the local bank and drew out my 
pitifully small savings and left home for 
good. 

On the train going into the city, I had 
flashes of fear at this new adventure 
stretching before me and visions of how 
! would come home some day, riding in 
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a fine car, dressed in modish clothes and 
bestowing large gifts of money on my 
poor, respectfully amazed relations. 

I had no idea how I was going to ac- 
complish this miracle. All I knew was 
the legend that a girl with a fine figure 
and a few brains could expect to “make 
it” in New York. If I had known the 
cost of “making it,” I am sure I would 
have gotten off the train and headed back 
home. But I was young and reckless and 
bored with my home town life. 

For a while, in New York, I lived the 
normal life of the newcomer to the big 
city. The YWCA was my salvation. | 
found a home there and, through the 
Y’s employment bureau, I found a job 
as a clerk in a chain cleaning store. The 
work was easy, clean work. The pay was 
moderate, enough to live on and save a 
few pennies. But | didn’t know anyone in 
New York and soon began to tire of 
spending my evenings reading in the Y 
library or going to cheap movies by my- 
self. 

I found out that there were any num- 
ber of good-looking girls all around me, 
many who were ten times more attractive 
than I. I found out that looks weren’t 
all you needed to attract attention. I 
didn’t know what I needed until the night 
Andy Surwell bought me a drink at the 
bar in Smalls’ Paradise. 

I’d always wanted to go to Smalls’. I’d 
heard so much about the place as the 
headquarters for the glamor set. Several 
times, on the way home from the show, 
I’d cast long, wistful looks at the happy, 
active crowds of well-dressed folk sitting 
around the bar. One of these days, | 
promised myself, I’d be right in there 
with them. 

The only friend I’d made in New York 
was Cutie. Helen Trayne was her name 
but all of us who worked at the cleaning 
shop with her, called her Cutie. It sort 
of fitted because she was a plump, pleas- 
ant little thing with a smile as catching 
as measles. Beyond our chumminess at 
work, Cutie and I hadn’t had too much in 
common. But on a certain Blue Monday 





—blue for me, anyhow—we got closer 
together simply because she noticed that 
I was especially quiet, obviously down 
in the dumps. I didn’t want to show it 
but, honestly, I felt so low that day that] 
really had it on my mind to give up and 
go back home that Friday night when] 
got paid. 

I felt self-consciously that Cutie was 
stealing appraising looks at me during 
the day. I wasn’t.too surprised when she 
spoke up. 

“Honey,” she demanded. “What was 
the name of that last friend you jug 
lost?” 

I managed a weak, unconvincing 
smile. 

“Guess I’ve just got the Monday blue 
Cutie,” I explained. 

She dropped the pencil she had bees 
using to work out some figures on ay 
and came over to me. 

“Look, Lil, don’t try to fool moms” Fy%% 
she chided. “What you got is more than 7s 
any Monday blues. You look down i 
the mouth enough for a whole month of 
Mondays. Boy friend trouble?” 

I smiled again, this time bitterly. 

“Boy friend,” I repeated sarcastical 
“Wish I had a boy friend to have trouble im 
with.” SQ 

Cutie’s big eyes got bigger. 

“You're kidding, Lil,” she proteste 
“A neat, good looker like you with 
man. You got scarlet fever or sor 
thing?” 













































































Cutie’s genuine amazement was goo 
for my ego. But it didn’t help the situs fing to ¢ 
tion any. opportu 
“Nope,” I came back. “No scarlet} The 
fever. Only, you see I just don’t know} Momeni 
anybody here and... .” of what 
“Well, have I been the blind thing!” happen 
Cutie reproached herself. “All this time of the r 
and I never guessed. Why, child, how dof spaired 
you spend your evenings?” Accor 
The conversation went on rapidly and Cutie at 
the upshot of it was that Cutie decide fternoo 
to take me in hand and see that I mip “long wi 
some “nice fellows.” Her club was having place. Tl 
a cocktail party Sunday afternoon @ about th 
Smalls’. She was going to ask her byf Cutie 
friend’s buddy to take me. appointe 
“Smalls’!” I cried delightedly. “Ohf 'bead 
that will be perfect.” “Adan 
How fortunate I was that I’d been sar she confi 
ing a few dollars every payday. | hw ality, dre 
just enough money to buy myself sf 80d con 
snappy little black cocktail dress and! dance flo 
pert hat. I was determined not to #§ )°U as if 
too much 


Cutie down and, what’s more, I was g* 
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ing to get the most for myself out of this 
opportunity. 

The week flew by because almost every 
moment my mind danced with thoughts 
of what a wonderful thing was going to 
happen to me. It would be the beginning 
of the new life I’d yearned for and de- 
spaired of finding. 

According to the plan, I was to meet 
Cutie at her apartment for lunch Sunday 
afternoon. | would take my new finery 
along with me and dress over there at her 
place. The fellows would come by for us 
about three. 

Cutie had warned me not to be too dis- 
appointed if my escort didn’t turn out 
to be a dashingly handsome Lothario. 

“Adam’s just a good, solid nice guy,” 
she confided. “He’s got plenty of person- 
ality, dresses well and can carry on a 
good conversation. He’s a master on the 
dance floor and he knows how to treat 
you as if you’re a lady. But don’t worry 
too much about him. He knows that I’m 


“Hf you loved me, yeu wouldn't want to send me into 


the arms of other men for filthy money." 


trying to get you located with some sen- 
sational young man. He’s a good sport 
and will consider your company pay 
enough for taking you out. It’s at the 
dance that you'll meet some of the excit- 
ing fellows and honey, when you get out 
there you’re on your own.” 

We chatted happily until time to get 
dressed. After an hour of bumping into 
Cutie coming in and out of her bedroom 
and the bathroom, I shimmied into my 
new dress, applied my makeup expertly, 
gave a little extra attention to my brand- 
new Rose Meta hairdo and posed in front 
of her for inspection. 

“Wow!” Cutie reacted explosively. 
“You'll do all right, girl. Maybe I'd bet- 
ter stop worrying about getting you 
straight and concentrate on keeping my 
Freddie from looking at you too hard.” 

I was truly happy at Cutie’s praise. 
Remembering suddenly how dejected I’d 


been at this very same time a week ago 





this very same day, I felt a great rush 
of gratitude for Cutie’s kindness. 

“Oh, Cutie, I'll never know how to 
thank you for what you’re doing for 
me,” I said. With characteristic female 
inconsistency, I was almost ready to 
break down into tears because of sheer 
happiness. 

Cutie looked embarrassed. 

“Forget it, Lil,” she waved me off. “I'll 
bet you’d do the same thing for me if the 
shoe had been on the other foot.” 


T THAT MOMENT the 
sounded in the hall. Cutie answered 
back. It was Freddie and Adam. They 


were on their way up. 


buzzer 


Freddie was a clean-cut, wholesome- 
looking fellow with a winning smile. He 
was obviously head over heels in love 
with Cutie. They were a wonderful pair. 
I gulped a little at sight of Adam. He 
looked like a total square with his horn- 
rims and his (Continued on Page 68) 
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NEARLY A year I’d heen 
ying with matches. but I'd 
mimitted arson until | met 
Gardner, who was a spe- 
in the art of plundering 


ve my wife. Jean. but every 
rays a little at one time or 
SUC O Ne Mmertnenitas 
re a marble statue on an 
-and-Eve jag. I’m no mar- 
e: I'm just an ordinary 
the tall. leanish side. But 
hia made ine feel that | was 
ing ultra-special in the male 
And, like most inen. | fell 
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for her lip orchids. To tell the 
truth, my ego wallowed in them. 
And my rendezyous with Cyn- 
thia were encouraged by the frost 
I was getting at home. Lately. Jean 
had been riding me for drinking 
and spending too much. I was fed 
up to here with it. Yet. but for 
Jean, | wouldn’t be where I am to- 
day, probably wouldn't have the 
money to blow. ; 
When I met Jean seven years 
ago. | was driving a truck, living 
from one payday to the next. Jean 
was a minister's daughter. and | 
saw her the first time when | 


A sucker for a pretty face. Sid was 
willing to sacrifice all for another man’s 
wife and then something happened to 
convince him that there’s no place lik: 


home. sweet home. 








moved her folks to the West Side. a 

Jean was small. neat. elegantly 5 
curved: she had a fine exquisite 
face and the softest. most enchant- 
ing dark eyes I'd ever seen. I 
Knew she was different from the 





cheap dolls I’d been chasing; I 
Knew she wouldn’t go with a guy 
like me. But just for the hell of it. 
1 asked her for a date. I almost 
fell off the tailboard of my van 
when she accepted. 

After that, Jean took me in 
hand. And I wanted to be taken. 
TI quit drinking, paid my debts. 





put some lettuce away. became a 








She fitted her parted lips to 
mine. As she did, a chilled 
voice said: “All right! Stand 
up! So I can kill you de- 


cently! 





* 


+ 
. 


yrhs 


"4 


game » 808 


e504 








e 


% 








That day he came home and 
found that Jean had moved 
his clothes out of their bed- 
room should have warned 
Sid, but it took something 
more drastic to open his eyes. 


solid citizen. Six months later, we were 
narried, and | found real happiness for 
the first time in my life. 

A year after we were married, Dun- 
yar & Dunbar, the largest real estate 
firm in Armond, opened a subdivision 
east of the city for Negroes. To me, the 
project spelled a welcome release for my 
people from our squalid, badly cramped 
quarters, and possibly a new home for 
Jean and me. 

lo Jean, it meant more than that. She 
said, “Sid, why don’t you see Mr. Dun- 
bar? Ask him to let you represent the 
firm on this project? Our people will 
buy sites quicker from a colored agent.” 

| thought that she was kidding. I 
said, “Honey, I couldn’t sell dollar bills 
for a dime a dozen. Besides, Mr. .Dun- 
bar would give me nothing but a big 
brush.” 

“Tt won’t hurt to try!” she insisted. 
You have a wonderful personality, Sid. 
You can sell anything. You’ve built up 
2 good reputation; our people have con- 
fidence in you. And anyway, do you 
want to be a truck driver all your life?” 

I didn’t want to be a trucker all my 
life. Especially since Jean was three 
months along. I looked at Jean. She 
was so lovely, so completely desirable 
that I ached all over. But it was her 
absolute confidence in me that was the 
miracle. She actually believed I could 
do anything. 

The next day I went to see Fred Dun- 
yar, Sr. He was a roundish little man 
with mussed grey hair and a benevolent 
smile, but his pale blue eyes behind rim- 
less glasses somehow reminded me of 
larting knives. I realized immediately 
how stupid I’d been to come. I knew as 
nuch about the real estate racket as a 
My 
throat was dry, my knees were water, 
but because of Jean, I put my proposi- 
tion before him. 

At first, I thought he was going to 
laugh in my face, but he apparently re- 
onsidered. He said, “What experience 
have you had in real estate?” 


babe in arms knew about Mars. 


“None.” 


34 





“What are you doing now?” 
“Driving a truck.” 
“Education?” 

“I finished high school, and when I 
got back from War II, I had two years 
in college.” 

Mr. Dunbar did laugh then. He said, 
“No experience! No background!” He 
fixed me with those sharp eyes. “Young 
man! In the face of that, you mean you 
had the nerve to come here, ask me to 
let you handle a million dollar project?” 

I grinned. “No, sir, it wasn’t my 
nerve. It was my wife’s.” 

He frowned. “Your wife’s? Oh, I 
see. You mean she has that kind of con- 
fidence in you?” 


eer teak 


hat’s wreng, lover boy! 
gour manhood or some- 
. thing?” 


“Yes, sir. I don’t know why, but she 
does.” 

Mr. Dunbar became more interested. 
I could tell he was sizing me up more 
carefully now. He said, “You married 
Rev. Reed’s daughter, didn’t you? Yes. 
Well, Reed’s a good man. Has a fine 
family, the kind of people I want in the 
project.” 

Mr. Dunbar studied a bit, finally said, 
“Sid, I’m going to take a long shot on 
you. I'll train you, give you all the help 
I can. But from there, it’s strictly up to 
you. Is that entirely clear?” 

During the next six weeks, I found 
out about work. Loading cement all day 
on a truck was piddling compared to 





the basic training I got at Dunbar § 
Dunbar. 

And for a year after | actually went 
to work for the firm, things continued to 
be rough. Thereafter, I moved in a sort 
of rags to riches routine. The project, 
which had been named Dunbar Village, 
mushroomed. Private investors erected 
a shopping center, theaters, cafes; con. 
struction on new churches got under 
way; bonds were voted for a new school 
and a huge park and recreation center, 

Jean and I got a choice site for our 
new home which was under construc. 
tion when Danny, our son who is now 
five, was born. I was elected to the 
school board from Dunbar Village; | 


was chairman of the park committee and 
a half dozen other enterprises. I was 
consulted about any and everything that 
concerned the Village. In brief, I had 
become a Big Shot. 

I can’t recall just when it started, but 
about a year ago, my head began to ex 
pand. I developed itchy feet. 1 was 
making a lot of money; I wanted to go 
out and blow and show. But Jean put it 
on ice. 

Everytime I asked her out for dinnet 
and dancing, she found some excuse to 
stay home. Danny had a cold; she 














couldn’t get a baby sitter; she wanted to 





see some TV show; she was too tired § 


Something, al- (Continued on Page 61) 
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Outdoor 
—<“ Time Again 
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1.2% SUNNY days are ahead now 

that spring is in the air, and children 
and adults are out-of-doors basking in 
the warm sunshine. Bulky wool gar- 
ments are giving way to light, durable 
cottons and scuff-proof denims. Packed 
away in moth balls to await more snow 
storms and wintry gales will go snow 


e and ; 3 suits and over-shoes. 

was ; Marble and hopscotch games are in 

x that full swing now as children rush from 

| had school into the open air. Busy mothers 
need to plan nutritious meals to satisfy 

1, but robust, growing appetites. Mother Na- 

to ex ture is doing her best to make up for 


was the short, snow-filled winter days. 
to go Once-empty sandlots are now crowded 
put it with active, growing children. All ages 
join in to make the most of the longer, 
{inet balmier days. Young mothers proudly 
ise to trundle their babies through the park for 
; she the daily airing. Spring is here at last 
ted to and with it comes.a gay spirit of freedom 
tired. BX» and adventure that captures the hearts 
e 61) Px of young. and old alike. 
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FASHION 


Budget Buys 


For Babies 


Ballerina skirt with heart-shaped bib, is made of blue 
vylon with nylon lace trim. Straps button-on and the 
nants have plastic lining. By Little Craft, price $2.98. 


0 


p, has hand cmbraiery poke the pany By al Alfred a 
Hapein 419.95 ee 6 . 
arr pers ates 


y= ALL THE many cute baby styles in the stores, it is 

small wonder if mothers can’t resist them, but because 
youngsters outgrow them quickly, it is so easy to over-buy. The 
wonder materials on the market cut washing and ironing toa 
minimum, so it is just a case of rinsing out every day togs with 
no ironing needed. 

There is nothing easier to dress than a new baby but babies 
grow so fast that it is good to stop and think of the length of 
time the baby can wear garment before you buy. During the 
6 to 8-month period, their little bodies don’t change too much, 
but their height does. 


Little boy’s faded blue denim 
suit is trimmed in red and 
white checks. Pants are plas- 
tic lined, making them water- 
proof. By Little Craft, $2. 











Little boy’s two-piece peek-a-boo mesh suit, has a 3-button jacket A bloomer sun-suit in red and white stripes is made of nylon 
and fancy trimming on neck and sleeves. Pants are water-proof, with lace trim around bib. Straps button-on to the bib. By 
with side grippers. By Gibbs Underwear Company, price $1.95. Little Craft, the price is $2.98. 


Two-piece toddlers’ pajamas for boys have contrasting stitching at neck, and pants have elastic waistband. Girls’ pajamas have ruf- 
fled elastic neck and puffed sleeves. By Gibbs Underwear Company, pajamas are priced at $1.59. Toys by Childhood Interests. 
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New Look 
InCurtains 


And Blinds 


OT TOO LONG ago the old-fashioned 
shutter graced grandma’s window 
and eventually this idea was turned into 
the first venetian blinds with woodeg 
slats. The old-style green window shade 
and the era of lace panels and fussy, 
frilly window decorations are out. They 
have been replaced with new, decorative 
shades, blinds and curtains in all sorts 
of new materials and textures. 

“Picture windows,” “dual-purpose 
rooms,” and “room dividers” are terms 
of modern living with which we are all 
familiar these days. However, decorat- 
ing homes with these most desirable fea- 
tures sometimes presents a problem, but 
with the new type of window decorations 
and treatments now being featured, this 
problem can be solved easily. 

These new window decorations have 
such simple lines that they fit in with 
either modern or traditional interiors 
and the carefully planned colors blend 
with a wide variety of popular decorating 
schemes. 

New lattiswood and Cord-Weave dra 
periés are completely practical and may 
be freshened up with the vacuum cleaner. 
The highly decorative lattiswood dre 
peries consist of narrow basswood staves 


woven together vertically and hung ona 


traverse rod. They are perfect for picture 
windows and as room dividers. 

The Cord-Weave draperies are made 
of twisted cellulose fibers, treated with 
plastic and woven together with strong 
cotton warp threads. Fibers have great 
strength and are waterproof. Window 
shades come in floral prints, mother 
goose character prints for a child’s room, 
and many color combinations. 

Today’s metal blinds are a major int 
provement over the old wooden ones, and 
the new vertical blinds are much if 
prominence, along with bamboo shades 


A unique way of giving windows a di 

tinctive look is to have draperies, blinds 

and curtains, all-in-one. Made of vertical 

strips of fabric, panels may be removed} 
for cleaning. 
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Clever way to decorate a bay window is with tiers of Cord-Weave 
draperies. They may be cut off at the bottom, need no hemming. 
By Columbia Mills, they are priced from $6 to $10 per pair. 


Cafe curtains of black Mermaid fishnet provide a dramatic accent 
to any interior. Brass ring loops on heavy brass rods lend distinc- 
tion. Made by North American, fishnet is sold at $1.49 per yard. 


(s+ HEH 


Toner 


Fishnet cafe curtains of Norseman net give smart effect to any 
window. Billowing folds let in light, yet provide privacy. 
Made by North American Lace Co., from $2.98 to $5.95 pair. 


Shades in bright print called “Geranium,” have bright red 
blossoms, green leaves on a white background. Teamed with 
embroidered organdy curtains, they add softness to the kitchen. 








ning can taste better after a good meal than a mouth- 


ing sundae, rich with chocolate sauce and nut goodies. 
is another way to make sure the child gets enough milk. 


) attract eye of hungry children is rice ring topped with 
buttered vegetables. Asparagus is topped with bright 
trips of pimento and brown gravy covers roast beef. 


Meals For 
Children 


EALS FOR YOUNG children can be 
planned so that they meet the food 
needs of the child as well as those of 
other members of the family. They 
should be attractive, palatable and sat- 
isfying. One meal for the family saves 
time in meal planning and also in food 
preparation. The foods that Junior needs 
are also the foods that an older child 
or adult will eat too. 

The healthy, active youngster usually 
has an eagerness for food, and, if prop- 
erly encouraged, will eat a well-balanced 
meal. The way food is prepared and 
served, however, has a definite effect on 
whether he will eat it or not. He is in- 
fluenced by odor and taste and also color 
appeal. 

Children soon tire of the same foods 
repeated over and over again, especially 
when served in a dull and unattractive 
manner. Soft foods combined with crisp 
ones, and colorful foods in vivid greens, 
such as spinach, asparagus and lima 
beans can be given as extra spark of 
color by adding bits of red pimento. 

Strongly-flavored foods and _highly- 
spiced ones do not make a hit with young 
palates. The size of servings atso affect 
a child’s appetite. A small portion is 
often more desirable than a large heap 
of food that will be left on the plate. 
Pleasant surroundings during meal time 
will help children enjoy their food more. 








Party dinner for small fry must be truly delicious to compete with Tomato soup features clown face made with a cracker, cream 
dessert. Tiny pieces of fried chicken go well with an apple, raisin cheese and bits of olives. Toasted bread-butter sandwiches 
are cut in wedges. Apple can be eaten at table or away. 


and nut salad. Miniature biscuits complete menu. 
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SOrPrrecges 


MANNS 
Perky spinach man with bright red pimento buttons and eyes 
will captivate hungry youngsters. Bread slices are cut in circles 


Any baby will chortle over delicately baked potato mixed with 
strained veal. Chopped buttered carrots decorate potato. Cottage 
for hamburger patty. Celery and carrot strips are vegetables. 


41 


cheese ball is covered with bland tomato sauce. 
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CHILD CARE 
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RED WILSON looked up with a start 

reading his evening paper. 

. he exclaimed excitedly, “did 
see this story?” 

no, Fred,” said Mrs. Wilson, “I 

t gotten around to the paper yet. 

is it—you seem so excited. Why, 

»ok just as if someone had slapped 

the face—or as if you’d seen a 


this story,” said Mr. Wilson, 
g his composure and pointing to 
iper. “There’s a chap on the West 
vho was picked up this morning on 
s of beating up his three-year-old 








s would do well to sit down and discuss decisions with their children rather than cram arbitrary dicta down their throats. 


(re You Cruel To Your Child? 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


daughter. And here’s a photograph of the 
tot, eyes blackened, cheeks bruised and 
with teeth marks on both hands. 

“I don’t know when I’ve seen such a 
horrible sight. Doctors at the hospital 
say that the child may also have a frac- 
tured skull, in addition to bruises on her 
back and legs. Hanging is too good for a 
guy who would treat a child that way.” 

Mr. Wilson handed the paper to his 
wife so that she might read the full ac- 
count. “I see that the child’s mother has 
been charged with contributing to the 
delinquency of a minor,” she added as 
she handed the paper back to her hus- 





Instructor In Pediatrics, Northwestern University 


band. “It’s almost unbelievable that such 
a thing could happen in these times. Poor 
little girl!” 

It is a sad commentary on our s0- 
called modern civilization that stories 
such as the Wilsons read are printed 
rather frequently. Sadder still is the fact 
that there probably are twice as many 
which never get into print. Most parents 
reading such stories are probably just as 
vehement as Mr. Wilson in wishing dire 
punishment for any parent who would 
thus mistreat his child—or any child, for 
that matter. 

Yet, some of these same parents, who 
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would never be guilty of wreaking phys- 
ical violence upon a child have been 
guilty of cruelty of another kind, a 
cruelty just as crippling. These are the 
parents who undermine their children in 
an effort to maintain parental authority. 

Not long ago, while making a trip by 
train, | was greatly impressed by a fam- 
ily—father, mother and three children. 
The children were unusually well-man- 
nered, obedient and quiet, yet they gave 
no sign of being crushed in spirit or over- 
powered by authority. They talked and 
laughed but they showed respect for one 
another. 

I heard the mother say to the oldest 
boy: “Larry, would you mind letting 
Paul sit by the window for a while? He 
would enjoy it so much.” 

And when Larry hesitated, his mother 
continued : “You’re nice and tall and can 
see over his head.” Larry’s face relaxed 
and he smiled as he moved over to let 
Paul sit by the window. It was obvious 
that this mother’s treatment of her chil- 
dren was habitually courteous. 

This might seem like a very little thing, 
yet, it is little things like this that make 
up such a large part of our lives. In a 
family where little things like this are im- 
portant, one is likely to find unity, dig- 
nity and love. 

On another trip, I had a meal in a res- 
taurant almost ruined by some ill- 
behaved children and the coarse, strident 
scolding of their parents. Said the father 
to five-year-old Johnny: “If you spill any 
more food on yourself or on the table, I’ll 
whip you right here. You’re bad, and I'll 
never take you anywhere again.” 

At this threat, Johnny lowered his 
eyes, then slowly looked around to see 
who might have been listening. His eyes 
met mine and when he looked back at his 
parents, dislike showed plainly in his 
little face. 

Children are bound to misbehave and 
at times, they do get on one’s nerves. But 
rough punishment just makes them think 
that they are justified in more and more 
mischief. Polite parents usually have po- 
lite children. There may be an occasional 
exception but it is pretty well established 
that constant rudeness to children can 
gradually brutalize them. 

Many a mother who thinks that she is 
devoted to her children has actually 
trained them in rudeness and violence by 


her own temper and bad manners. Many 
a father who believes that he wants his 


son to grow up to be a gentleman, defeats 
his purpose by showing the child, by ex- 
ample, the very opposite. 

This rudeness and lack of respect for 
the child’s personality is often carried all 
the way through the teen-age period. 
Some parents constantly belittle their 
children’s judgment and/or opinions. 
They think nothing of laughing at Junior 
in his first attempts at being a respon- 
sible adult. Telling a child that he lacks 
experience and therefore has no judg- 
ment, taste or discretion can only lead to 
an eventual explosion when the ego has 
had all that it can stand. 

If parents would be admiring friends 
of their children, they would stay closer 
to them. They would find that the chil- 
dren would have more respect for their 
judgments and opinions. Sensitive 
youngsters can easily be estranged—can 
even grow to dislike their parents by the 
conflicts their elders impose. 

Many parents have been surprised and 
hurt by the discovery that their children 
show a marked preference for some rela- 
tive or neighbor who lends an ear, who 
provides opportunities for them to ex- 
press themselves. All too many parents 
push their children around, dismiss them 
summarily, shout at them and then won- 
der that their children grow up to be 
boors. 

Such attitudes constitute cruelty of a 
lasting sort— cruelty far more deep- 
seated than a back-handed slap or a ses- 
sion with the hairbrush. In tense times 
like these, parents would do well to sit 
down quietly and discuss decisions with 
their children rather than try to cram 
arbitrary dicta down their throats. 
Nerves snap more readily now. 

Children, at an early age, should be 
permitted to do some of the things that 
contribute to the family welfare. A five- 
year-old can help considerably with the 
shopping in a chain grocery if given the 
proper guidance. He can help with house- 
hold chores and be made to feel that his 
contribution was vital to the total success 
of the effort. 

Shoving a child around is not going to 
make a mannerly person out of him. Love 
and gentleness beget love and gentleness. 
There is no greater cruelty than that of 
crushing a youngster’s spirit. Our mental 
institutions today are filled with persons 
who might otherwise never have been 
committed if they had been encouraged 
to make their contribution to civilization. 





Bringing 
Up Baby 


( MOTHER OF 5 ) 





National Baby Week 
(May 1-May 8) seems a 
fine time to review all 
those little things you 
haven’t had time for, put 
off, or have plain forgot- 
ten. So why not ask your- 
self these questions: 





1. Is it time for one of baby’s regular check- 
up visits to doctor? Remember, he’s the 
final authority on baby. 


2. Do baby’s toys need sorting? This is a 
good time to toss out damaged toys with 
sharp or broken edges. 


3. Are baby’s clothing supplies adequate? 
Has he outgrown his shoes? What better 
time to refurbish that wardrobe? 


4. Have you plenty of baby foods on hand? 
Double-check your grocer for the vari- 
eties missing from your shelves. 





Speaking of variety, Gerber’s four famous 
Baby Cereals—Rice, Barley, Oatmeal and 
Cereal Food (a mixed cereal)—offer good- 
tasting ways to keep baby’s appetite inter- 
est alive. Each has its own bland but dis- 
tinctive flavor, especially appealing to deli- 
cate palates. Of course, they’re all pre- 
cooked and ready to serve. Simply add milk, 
formula or other liquids to get the good- 
feeling, easy-to-swallow texture babies be- 
ginning on solids prefer. 


Easy does it. One of the most important 
things for a mother to learn is not to make 
baby eat, but to Jet him eat. With a relaxed 
attitude on mom’s part, most tots will 
acquire a taste for many foods instead of 
developing a distaste for certain ones. 





You can chalk up a lot of contented coos 
at mealtime if you serve baby a variety of 
Gerber’s Strained Foods. They’re famous 
for their true color, appetizing flavor and 
smooth texture. And look at the grand 
Gerber choice: 8 Vegetables, 5 Soups, 8 
Fruits, 4 Desserts, 7 Meats. 


GERBER’S BABY FOODS, FREMONT, MICHIGAN 
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She Gave 
Me Her 
Husband 





(Continued from Page 21) 


and general housekeeper. “And who 
would be more perfect than you, Sally?” 
Tony concluded happily. “See, it would 
solve your problem. You'd have a job and 
you could be with Joedy all day. She’d be 
where there’s more sunshine, too.” 

“What do you say, Sally?” Jay asked, 
leaning forward. 

What could I say? I looked from one of 
them to the other, speechless. Then I burst 
into tears. I couldn’t hold them back. My 
ragged nerves had been on. the breaking 
point for weeks and their kindness toppled 
over my self control. 

When I was able to speak, I of course 
aid “yes’—not dreaming of the misery 
that my answer was going eventually to 
bring to all of us. 

The department store permitted me to 
leave without finishing the next week. I 
went to work for Jay and Tony immediate- 
ly, helping them pack and prepare for the 
trip 

They were wonderful people to work 
for. Jay was the kindest, sweetest person 
[| had ever known. She never got im- 
patient, in spite of her illness and the pain 
that was always with her. Tony, of course, 
was the most considerate guy in the world. 
Well, I could hardly say I worked for 
them—lI was just one of the family. And 
so was my daughter, Joedy. 

Tony immediately took my little girl to 
the finest child specialist in town and got 
her started on a routine of vitamins and 
liet to build up her strength. 

In a week’s time, we were on our way 
south. My heart rejoiced with every mile 
hat sped by. “Joedy’s going to play in the 
sunshine,” it sang. “Joedy’s going to get 
well and strong again.” And a very small 
orner of it sang, “And I’m going to be 
near Tony every day.” I flushed guiltily. I 
knew I shouldn’t think such thoughts. 
Tony belonged to somebody else. 

We settled in a quaint little village on 
the Gulf of Mexico. I fell in love with it 
instantly, and I gloried in the bright, hot 

inshine, and the smooth beaches for 
Joedy’s sake. 

We could drive over a causeway to a 
long, narrow island that was uninhabited 
except for an occasional fisherman or 
beach party. We spent the day there often, 
beachcombing and having picnics while 
the children swam. It was here on “our” 
island, that I faced a growing realization 
that | was falling in love with Tony. 

| lay on the beach in my swim suit, 
letting the sun soak into my relaxed body 


at 


and tried to analyze my feelings. I had 
always loved Tony in a sense when we 
were growing up together. But that had 
been different—a young girl’s affection for 
a big brother. Now I was conscious of a 
deep, physical desire stirring in me when- 
ever he was near, or we touched for a mo- 
ment. It frightened me. I couldn’t hurt 
Jay. She was too good to me. And she 
had done so much for Joedy. 


MY’ EMOTIONS HAD betrayed me 

when I met my husband, Mark. Be- 
cause I had been starved, during my child- 
hood, for affection and kindness, I had 
snatched blindly at the first imitation of 
love. Now I knew what real love was. I 
respected and admired everything about 
Tony. I went over in my memory, our 
childhood together, realizing how my love 
had grown from a little girl’s affection into 
a woman’s deep, mature love. 

I knew for everybody’s sake—for Jay’s 
sake, for Joedy’s and for the safety of our 
glorious new life, I must keep this feeling 
for Tony locked deep in my heart. 

But it was awfully hard sometimes. For 
example, when Tony took the kids and me 
to the beach for a swim. We’d park Joedy 
and Tony Junior in the safety of their 
play pen and we'd steal a quick dip, our- 
selves. Then we’d stretch out close to- 
gether on the warm beach and let the sun 
dry our bodies. A languorous feeling 
would creep over me and I'd sneak a 
glance at Tony through half closed eyes. 
The sight of his big, handsome body so 
near would fill my throat with emotion 
and stir my pulse. I’d long to be in his 
arms, held close to him. 

I began to wonder whether Tony felt the 
same way about me? I remembered the 
times his hand would suddenly catch 
mine and give it a squeeze when we’ were 
together on the beach. The times we were 
swimming and he’d catch me up in his 
arms, laughingly, to escape a high wave— 
and hold me tighter than necessary. The 
way he’d look at me sometimes, with a 
strange mixture of wistfulness and tender- 
ness. 

I realized that poor Tony must be 
starved for love, too. Jay had been par- 
alyzed ever since her accident. For over 
a year, Tony had not had a woman’s love. 
He must be living in torment. He was too 
good a man to betray her, but he was a 
man, nevertheless, and he needed the ful- 
fillment that a strong, healthy woman 
could give him. 

It all came to a climax that night Jay 
found me in Tony’s arms. That was the 
real start of our tragedy. But Ill have to 
tell you about the Beachcomber’s Inn, 
first, because it played an important part 
in leading up to that night and the things 
that happened afterwards. 

Tony, you see, had sold his business 
when we left the North. The first few 
weeks, he did nothing but play with us 
on the beach and romp with his son. But 
I knew that he was turning over various 


business opportunities in his mind—after 
all, he had to start making a living again. 

One day when we were on the beach, 
he picked up an odd-shaped bit of drift 
wood and studied it with a thoughtful 
look. Suddenly, he snapped his fingers, 
“T’ve got an idea, Sally,” he exclaimed, 
his eyes sparkling. “By golly, I know just 
the business for us to start!” 

His enthusiasm was magnetic. I became 
every bit as excited as he was as his plan 
unfolded. 

“I know where I can rent an old build- 
ing for a song. It’s just a barn of a 
place,” he admitted, “but it’s in a good 
location. It would make a fine restaurant 
if we decorated it to give it the right 
atmosphere. And we could do that for 
practically nothing.” 

He went on, his words tumbling over 
one another. His plan was to go beach- 
combing for the decorations. We could 
pick up artistic bits of drift wood, colorful 
sea shells, glass fishing floats, hatch coy- 
ers, beautiful and unusual bottles, and 
other items. With them, we could trans- 
form the barn-like building into an exotic 
inn, with the breath of the sea. Customers 
would be attracted by the unusual atmos- 
phere. 

“We could call it the Beachcomber’s 
Inn!” I suggested. 

“Hey, that’s wonderful!” Tony grabbed 
my hands and we did a little ring-around- 
the-rosy dance in the sand. 

We got started immediately. Tony went 
down the next day and leased the build- 
ing. Then we spent days making trips 
down the beach for decorations. We took 
the children and Jay along on our beach- 
combing jaunts. 

Jay would sit in the car with a robe 
around her legs and watch Tony and me 
chasing up and down the beach in our 
swim suits, filling the trunk with our finds, 
taking time out now and then for a quick, 
refreshing dip in the blue Gulf water. 
Once, when we ran laughing up to the 
car, carrying a big piece of drift wood 
between us, Jay smiled wistfully. “You 
two look so wonderful together,” she said, 
and she didn’t quite hide the tear in her 
eye from me. 

I felt a stab of pity for her. Golly, how 
lucky I was to be strong and healthy, and 
able to run and play with Tony! Yes, and 
to love with Tony, if he wanted me, my 
heart reminded me constantly. I avoided 
Jay’s eyes, with a guilty feeling. 

Tony and I worked at a_ breakneck 
pace, day and night, getting the inn 
ready. At last, I draped the final fish net 
and arranged the last bunch of sea oats. 
The kitchen was completed, the tables 
ready for the first customer. Tomorrow 
was the opening night for the Beach- 
comber’s Inn! 

| crawled down from my step ladder 
and all but fell into Tony’s arms with ex- 
haustion. He slipped his arm around my 
waist and together we looked at the mar- 
velous effect we had achieved with our 





—*% 2s oe 


tho 


fter 
ain, 
ach, 
lrift 
itful 
ers. 
ned, 
just 


ame 
ylan 


lild- 
f a 
‘ood 
rant 
ight 


for 


over 
ach- 
yuld 
rful 
cOv- 
and 
ans- 
otic 
1ers 
nos- 


’ 
ers 


bed 
ind- 


rent 
ild- 
rips 
ook 


ich- 
obe 


our 
ids, 
ick, 
ter. 
the 
ood 
(ou 
aid, 
her 


OW 
ind 
ind 
my 


led 


les 
ow 





beachcombing finds and the modernistic 
sea murals that an artist had painted for 
Tony. 

“Thanks to you, Sally,” Tony mur- 
mured, tightening his arm about my waist, 
“we'll open on time.” 

I let my forehead rest wearily on his 
shoulder. “You’ve been doing a little 
work yourself, mister. Honestly, you’ve 
been going like a fiend, Tony. You've got 
to rest some.” 

He chuckled. “It hasn’t been work. It’s 
been fun, doing it’ with you, Sally.” 

Oh, Tony, my heart cried, I do love 
you and need you. It should have been 
you and me all along. Why did fate have 
to play this cruel trick on us? Why 
couldn’t you have married me instead of 
Jay? These days of working at your side 
have been heaven, Tony, darling. 

We drove home in silence. Tony stopped 
the car in the driveway. The moon was 
out and a cool breeze was coming in off 
the water. I relaxed against the cushions. 
I had no desire to go in. I just wanted 
to stay there the rest of the night, feeling 
Tony close beside me. 

Suddenly, his arm went around me. He 
pulled me up close to him, and buried his 
lips in my hair. “Sally,” he whispered 
with a choked voice. “Oh, Sally, darling, 
[ need you so. I—TI can’t help it—” 

The night spun around me. All I could 
think of was, “He does love me! Tony 
loves me. I knew it!” I let him find my 
lips and I put my arms around his neck 
and held myself tightly against him. All 
the pent-up desires of the past weeks 
flared up in me. Hungrily, I kissed Tony 
back, letting my limp body surrender to 
the fury of our emotions. 

Tony stopped kissing me. “Sally,” he 
breathed. “This is madness—I’m sorry, 
darling. I have no right to do this to you, 
or to Jay.” He passed a hand shakily over 
his face. “Please forgive me.” 

Abruptly, he opened his door. He came 
around the car and opened mine. We 
walked silently up the path to the house. 
My legs were so weak I had to lean on 
Tony’s arm. A confused hodge-podge of 
thoughts tumbled through my brain. I 
was grateful that Tony had stopped us 
in time. Yet, I was frustrated, too. 

I pitied Jay and I felt guilty for be- 
traying her friendship. And at the same 
time I almost hated her for standing be- 
tween Tony and me. She had no right to 
Tony! She couldn’t be a real wife to 
him. And I had loved Tony many years 
before she even knew him. That’s the 
selfish pattern my thoughts took. 

We walked up the steps to the front 
porch, Tony and I. Then we both froze. 

Jay was sitting there in her wheelchair! 

The silvery moonlight fell across her 
composed face. She looked at us_ both, 
steadily, then, without a word, turned her 
chair and wheeled herself back into her 
room. Of course she had seen everything. 
She had seen Tony kiss me in the car! 

I fled to my room, sobbing with humili- 
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ation. I couldn’t sleep a wink that night. 
What would happen now? I wondered 
frantically. Surely Jay would ask Tony to 
turn me out. I would be on my own again 
with little Joedy to care for. Well, I de- 
served it, I thought remorsefully. She 
had taken me into her home and I had re- 
paid her by letting her husband make 
love to me. 

Early the next morning, Tony went 
down to the Inn to make some last prepar- 
ations for opening night. Jay called me 
into her room. She closed the door after 
[ was in, so the children wouldn’t hear us 
talk. This is it, I thought grimly. This 
; where she sends me packing. And she 
has every right to. 

‘Sit here beside me, Sally dear,” she 
then said, patting a stool beside her wheel- 
chair. Numbly, I took the seat. Then she 
lipped her hand inside mine. I was sur- 
prised that she was so calm. I expected 
her to rave at me, to call me names. 

Instead, she gave my hand a warm 
squeeze and began talking gently. “Sally, 
[ think it’s time us girls had a heart-to- 
heart talk.” 

“Oh, Jay.” My voice broke. I buried 
ny face against her knee. “I’m so sorry 
ind ashamed. I wouldn’t hurt you for 
inything. You've been a wonderful friend 
to me. It’s—it’s just that... .” 

“It’s just that you and Tony are two 
healthy, normal, attractive young people,” 
she said in a small, weary voice. “And 
Tony is tied down by a useless cripple.” 

‘Jay!” I touched her lips with my fin- 
sers. “You mustn’t say that! Tony loves 
you...and I love you. And little Tony—” 

She smiled tearfully. “Yes, little Tony,” 
she whispered. “He’s all that gives me 
courage to go on.” Then she looked di- 
rectly at me. “Now I want you to listen 
to me. Sally.” She talked in a slow man- 
ner, carefully picking her words. She 
eemed to be holding a close leash on her 
eice so her emotion wouldn't show 
through. 

‘What has happened—well, I have been 
expecting it for some time. You see, I 
know what Tony has been going through 
since my accident. He’s too fine a man 

complain, but I know how hard it has 
been for him.” 

She went on talking and I listened with 

heart breaking at the simple tragedy 
of her words. In spite of what the doctors 
said, Jay did not think she would ever 
be well again. She felt she did not have 
the right to tie Tony down for life to a 
ripple who could never be a wife to him. 
Yet, she could not bear to give up little 
lony, which she would have to do if they 
were divorced. Because of her condition 
he could not care for him alone. 

‘I’ve lived in dread of the day some 
yvoman would come and take big Tony 
iway from me,” she told me. “Some 
heartless woman, perhaps, whom I didn’t 
know.” Her voice trembled. “Sally, when 
[ saw you in Tony’s arms last night, I was 
glad. Glad it was somebody like you.” 
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Tears were trickling down her cheeks now. 

“Take Tony’s love, Sally. You have 
every right to it. And I have no right to 
stand in your way. But please don’t take 
my home and my family away from me—” 
her voice broke for a moment. 

I was staring at her wide-eyed. “Do... 
you mean you want Tony and me to— 
to. “5 

Her words crashed against my ears 
like a cymbal. “I want you to have an 
affair with Tony,” she said calmly. “We 
have to be realistic, Sally. I know a man 
can’t go on for the rest of his life without 
love. His peace of mind, his nerves, his 
health will suffer.” 

She passed her hand over her eyes. 
“You can give Tony that love, Sally. If 
you do, he’ll be happy and contented. We 
can go on the way we are now, and my 
own life will be safe. Tony will still be 
my husband. . . .” 


Q#: IT WAS ALL so terribly civilized, 

so rational and so cold-blooded! I 
leaped to my feet, my cheeks blazing. “I 
couldn’t, Jay! I couldn’t do anything so 
sordid. Not with your knowing. Not with 
there being no chance, ever, of Tony 
marrying me—” I turned and fled from 
her room. 

I resolved that it would end there. I 
would never let Tony touch me again, no 
matter how much I loved him. 

After we closed for the evening, Tony 
drove us slowly home. We passed the sea 
wall on the way. Again the moonlight 
was pure silver on the waves. Without a 
word, Tony parked the car and gathered 
me up in his arms. 

No! No! I thought frantically. Please, 
dear God, give me strength to keep my 
sanity. This is all wrong— 

But even as those thoughts clamored 
in my mind. my lips were tasting the sweet 
intoxication of Tony’s kiss, and_ the 
strength was running out of my arms and 
legs. I tried to fight him off, but the 
current of emotion rushing through me 
swept away all my reason and will power. 

Every night after work, we parked in 
a secluded place and surrendered to our 
love. I wished a thousand times over, that 
it could have been different, that I could 
have had the sweet decency of a real mar- 
riage ceremony and honeymoon. But Tony 
said, hopelessly, “There just isn’t any- 
thing else we can do, Sally. You know 
I'd marry you in a minute if I were free. 
But I'll never divorce Jay, in her condi- 
tion. I couldn’t desert her.” 

“Of course not, Tony,” I sighed, and 
buried my face against his shoulder. 
Would Tony really want to marry me if 
he were free? Or was I just somebody 
to fulfill his needs? 

Early one morning after Tony left, I was 
cleaning the kitchen in the house, when 
I heard a moan in Jay’s bedroom. | 
dropped everything and rushed in there. 
Then I screamed frantically. Jay was 
sprawled on the floor, writhing with pain. 


An empty iodine bottle was beside her 
hand where she’d dropped it after drinking 
the poison. 

Hysterically, I phoned Tony and then 
a doctor. They both got there in a matter 
of minutes. I’ll never forget Tony’s dead 
white face as he picked her up. “Oh, Jay, 
my darling,” he moaned, “what have | 
done to you?” They rushed her to a hos- 
pital, then. 

“I betrayed you, Jay,” I whispered. 
“You took me into your home, saved my 
baby’s life. And I paid you back with 
adultery.” 

True, she had urged me to accept Tony’s 
love. But I knew now that had been the 
pitiful bargain of a desperate woman, 
fighting to keep her child and home. 


GUESS I MUST have walked the floor 

in a daze for hours. It seemed that 
long, anyway, before the telephone rang. 

I held my breath, listening to Tony’s 
voice. When he told me that Jay would 
live, I fell on my knees right there and 
thanked God for sparing her. Then | 
quietly packed our things. In the note I 
left behind, I told Jay “You don’t have 
to sit on the sidelines any more, Jay. It’s 
you Tony really loves.” 

I had realized with sharp clarity, that 
morning when Tony broken - heartedly 
gathered Jay’s crumpled form into his 
arms, that it was she, not me, he really 
loved. 

I’d been such a blind fool. If Tony had 
truly cared for me he never would have 
lost touch with me when he left the or- 
phanage. I can see that now. He would 
have come back and married me as soon as 
he was earning a living. No, he had met 
and fallen in love with Jay. I had just 
filled an empty interlude in his life as 
any other attractive, nice girl could have 
done. . 

Joedy and I moved far away, towanother 
city on the coast. Because of: the experi- 
ence I had gained in the Beachcomber’s 
Inn I was able to find a pretty good job, 
managing a similar kind of place, and we 
are getting along nicely. 

I won’t say that it has been easy to get 
over Tony. Perhaps I never will, entirely. 
I went through many aching, lonely nights 
with his name on my lips and my cheeks 
wet with tears. But I know now the dan- 
ger of loving another woman’s husband, 
no matter what the situation. 

And I know that no matter how my 
heart aches sometimes, for Jay’s sake, I 
must never let Tony find me again. 

Not long ago, I learned through a friend 
that Jay was beginning to walk again. 
I hope with all my heart that one day 
soon she will be Tony’s real wife again. 
As for myself, maybe one day a nice fel- 
low as kind and good as Tony will come 
along and find it in his heart to love me. 
I kind of hope so. It’s lonely, going 
through life by yourself, and I think the 
things I have learned will make me a good 
wife for somebody. I pray that he’ll come 
soon. THE END. 
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IT’S EASY AS A-B-C 
HERE’S ALL THERE IS TO IT. 


With this Special Com- 
bination, you ty; a DE. 
TERG: SHAMPOO 
CONTAINING LANO- 
LIN. Ice cleanses in eith- 
er hard or soft water. 
You in by cleansing 
; hair with 
this shampoo. Cleanse a- 
way dried perspiration, 
dust, excessive dand- 
ruff flakes, grime. When 
é your hair and scalp are 
ag age ge your final rinse, while your 

ir is still damp, you rub in the special 
CHOLESTEROL FORMULA. 








HELP PREVENT DULL, DRY BRITTLE, 
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it from ing OIL-POOR with the SPEC- 
IAL LANOLIN and CHOLESTEROL FORM- 
vo you receive with THIS COMBINA- 
YOU GET FULL DIRECTIONS on YOUR 
AR. IT IS ALL MIXED, READY TO USE. 
"S EASY. Just mele a little bit on the 
of your hands, rub it into your scalp 
and your hair to replace the Natural Oils 
and ae back its lovely, natural looking 
lustre and sheen. You'll find it so much 
easier to manage, so soft, so lovely. 


Whether you use pins or curlers, or just 
want to make a fast, good springy curl, just 
try this SPECIAL LANOLIN IN 
with CHOLESTEROL. JUST TRY THIS 
SYSTEM. THAT’S ALL WE ASK. 


You can tell within 2 minutes after you use 
it, by just looking in your mirror that LAN- 

N plus CHOLESTEROL makes your Hair 
look Lovelier. 


YOU CAN USE YOUR LANOLIN EMULSION 

FOR PIN-CURLING, and WAVING, MAKES 

YOUR HAIR LOOK LOVELIER, KEEPS IT 
LOOKING LOVELIER. 


JUST GIVE IT A FAIR TRIAL. THAT'S 
ALL YOU NEED to PROVE the IMPORT- 
ANCE and VALUE of CHOLESTEROL. Along 
with your special Detergent LANOLIN 
A and your jar of DH-12 CHOLES- 
‘Oo LA, you_receive a jar_o 
LANOLIN EMULSION COMPOUND. This 
special LANOLIN EMULSION mixed with 
CHOLESTEROL, plus your ten fingers, is 
used co stimulate the circulation to your hair 
roots. Remember, your hair gets nourishment 
from your scalp, from the bi stream, and 
from the natural oils in your scalp. When- 
ever you bleach, dye, or even wash your 
hair, you affect the natural oils on your 
ip and hair. 
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That’s All We Ask—Just Give It A Fair Trial—You Will Marvel At 
The Results. You Will Be Absolutely Amazed Or It Doesn‘t Cost 
You One Penny. Your Fine Care With Latest JUELENE Formulas 
May Be The Answer To Your Hair And Scalp Problem. 


There is always something new under the sun. For years and years, fine LANO- 
LIN Emulsions made from Sheep Wool Fat have been highly regarded for the 
Proper care of your hair and your scalp. In recent years, it has been learned 
that CHOLESTEROL is the active ingredient of LANOLIN. CHOLESTEROL 
is an ingredient found in all vegetables, in all animals and in our own bodies. 
Now Chemists can produce a synthetic CHOLESTEROL, which makes it 
possible to use CHOLESTEROL in this Latest Special Hair and Scalp System. 
Your hair grows from the follicles in the tissues of your scalp. The condition 
of your hair depends upon the normal health and functioning of your scalp. 
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flung me from him. He was panting, out 
of breath. 

“Let that teach you a lesson, you stub- 
born little creature.” he snarled at me. 
Then he turned on his heel, leaving me on 
the ground. Not until I was certain he 
was gone did I let the bitter tears come 
and then they came with such violence 
that it surely made up for all the pent-up 
suffering I had experienced during the 
punishment. 

“I won't go home. I'll run away,” I 
told myself as so many lads have said to 
themselves after a beating. 

I lay on the ground, my eyes swollen, 
my body aching horribly with the unceas- 
ing pain of Dad’s blows. I lay there for 
hours, until the sun had disappeared from 
the sky and darkness of evening came 
down and evening sounds—the cricket, 
the soft rustling of the trees—were my 
only companions. I was about to doze off 
in a sort of sleep when I heard footsteps 
approaching. Even in the darkness, I 
could sense who it was; Mom had come 
to find me, to comfort me. 

Knowing she was near, I broke down 
again into rending tears. Mom came and 
sat down on the ground beside me. She 
murmured comforting words, stroked my 
hair. 

“Don’t cry. Don’t cry, George,” she 
said. “Mother’s going to take you home. 
Yeu’re going to have a nice, warm supper 
and go to your bed and forget it ever hap- 
pened. You'll feel better soon. Don’t cry.” 

“T don’t want to go home,” I shouted. 
“IT won’t ever go home. I’m going to run 
away. I hate Dad and Tom and Peter and 
—and everybody. Everybody except you, 
Mom.” 

“No you don’t, dear,’ Mom said sooth- 
ingly. “You don’t hate anyone. Mother 
promises to talk to your father. You’re 
not going to have to work in the lumber 
yard ever again. You’re going to be able 
to draw all the pictures you want and no 
one is going to say anything.” 

Calmed finally by Mom’s reassurances, 
I let her lead me home. Sullen and tight- 
lipped, never looking in the direction of 
Dad who was sitting in the kitchen read- 
ing the newspaper, I picked over my din- 
ner and went off to bed. Before I went 
to sleep, I heard the stubborn rumbling 
of Dad’s voice and the pleading of Mom. 

I could catch some of the words and 
phrases. Mom was begging Dad to let me 
stay away from the lumber yard. Dad was 
resisting. Finally, to my amazement, Mom, 
who traditionally gave in to Dad’s force- 





fulness, raised her voice and screamed. 

“John, you’re not going to break my 
George in two, kill his soul. He’s not just 
different like you say. He’s special. I’ve 
given you seven sons all in your own 
image, seven who do your bidding with- 
out a thought or a dream of their own. 
You can disown George if you like, forget 
about him. He’s mine. I want to care for 
him. I want him to be free to do what he 
wants, feel what he wants. If I can’t have 
that, John, then [ll leave you and take 
him away with me.” 

Mom’s outburst climaxed in great, heav- 
ing sobs. 

| heard Dad clear his throat helplessly. 
Then I heard his chair scrape as he got 
up to go over to Mom. Their voices were 
lowered then and I knew that Mom had 
won her battle—and mine. 

My new, special status around the house 
didn’t improve relations with my brothers 
or with Dad. But I didn’t care because 
Mom and I had become partners. I’d do 
my sketches and take them to her for her 
criticism. I’m afraid her critical technique 
wasn’t very good for my development as 
an artist. Everything I did was wonderful, 
a work of genius, to hear Mom tell it. 

The only sketches I never showed her 
were the ones I worked on of her. Some 
day I would surprise her. Some day one 
of the biggest museums in the world 
would exhibit my painting of Mom and 
then I'd take her there proudly and watch 
the tears come to her eyes. 

The only person I'd sketched was Mom. 
The rest of my work was of things, not 
people. But the first time I saw Sharlie, 
I knew that there was another great paint- 
ing I would do some day. Sharlie would 
be the subject. 

Sharlie was the daughter of a Negro 
handyman who’d worked for Dad for a 
number of years. He was a widower and 
his daughter was moon, sun and stars in 
his universe. When she was an_ infant, 
Harry Anderson had sent his daughter up 
North to live with some relatives there 
and to go to school. At sixteen, Sharlie 
came home to spend the summer with her 
father, come home for the first time since 
she’d been bundled off on a train to go 
North. 

How shall I describe Sharlie? She never 
was again as beautiful as she was that 
first day I saw her. She couldn’t be be- 
cause the natural setting in which I first 
glimpsed her was a canvas God painted 
which He probably will never repeat. 


T WAS A GOLD and brown autumn 

morning when I first saw Sharlie. 
There was splashing sunlight everywhere, 
matched only in splendor by the rust and 
red of the falling leaves. The sky was a 
deep, dizzy blue. I was lying, stretched 
out on the ground, under my favorite tree. 
looking over a new book Mom had bought 
me. It was an expensive book full of color 
reproductions of the works of some of the 
old masters. Just thumbing through its 





tive 
mo 
ful 
sil 
she 


tha 
ove 
get 


ute 

slov 
less 
do : 


you 


of n 
how 
pain 
my 
the 


curis 


fron 
tiful 
a 
pecti 
godd 
fleeti 
ae 
Ande 


T hac 
discu 
Dad 
old n 
mone 
get a 
marr 
ing N 
his ol 
stuck 
right 
had. 
Isl 
lie ha 
stood 
“Ts 
Gra 
ie | | 





pages had put me in a dream mood, not 
only of appreciation, but of envy for these 
great souls who had left their great crea- 
tions for the ages. 

Suddenly, a rustle of sound jolted me 
out of my dreaming. I wanted to rub my 
eyes at the vision which appeared before 
them. From a little clearing a few hun- 
dred feet away from me, a girl was stand- 
ing, watching me, her lips parted almost 
as though she had believed herself to be 
the last person on earth and couldn’t get 
over the shock of seeing me. As for me, 
I was truly shocked. She was the pret- 
tiest creature I’d even seen. 

Her color was rich Hershey chocolate. 
Her long, pretty hair fell over her shoul- 
ders. Her eyes were large, soft and brown 
and every feature of her small, oval face 
was as finely chiselled as if some sensi- 
tive sculptor had fashioned it with the 
most loving care. She was poised grace- 
fully, watching me, but I had the impres- 
sion that she was afraid, that any moment 
she might dart away. I regarded her as 
some wonderful, mystic creature and, in 
that instant, I decided I would never get 
over it if she did run away, if I didn’t 
get a chance to speak to her. 

“Hello,” I called in a friendly tone. 

She looked at me doubtfully for a min- 
ute before answering. Then she walked 
slowly toward me and said almost breath- 
lessly: “Hello, I want to know if you will 
do something for me. I want to know if 
you will paint my picture.” 

An indescribable fear took possession 
of me secondarily. Who was this girl and 
how did she know I drew sketches and 
painted pictures? I had the urge to get to 
my feet and run but I was transfixed by 
the spell of her beauty and my own 
curiosity. 

The next minute she was standing in 
front of me, looking down at me, her beau- 
tiful eyes eloquent in their pleading. 

“Who are you?” I asked, almost ex- 
pecting her to say she was some dark 
goddess descended from eternity for a 
fleeting moment. 

“T’'m Sharlie,” she told me. “Sharlie 
Anderson.” 

Then I remembered the name and what 
Thad heard about her. Mom and Dad had 
discussed her several times. I remembered 
Dad saying he couldn’t understand why 
old man Anderson wanted to waste all his 
money to send a likely girl like her to 
get a white folks’ education when he could 
marry her off to one of the steady-work- 
ing Negroes around and get some help in 
his old age. I remembered how Mom had 
stuck up for the girl and said she had a 
right to live a better life than her parents 
had. 

I shook myself out of the fantasy Shar- 
lie had created by appearing on the scene, 
stood up and held out my hand. 

“I'm George Rivers,” I told her. 

Gravely ‘she took my hand. 

“I know,” she answered. 
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“But how did you know that I paint— 
or try to paint?” I asked. 

Her hands went together nervously. 

“Oh, I just heard,” she replied. 

I looked at her real hard, right in 
those pretty eyes. 

“From who?” I pressed. 

Her eyes fell. 

“Well, I’ve been kind of watching you 
for a couple of days while you were work- 
ing here,” she confessed. “I was hiding 
behind that tree over there, watching. You 
looked so nice and kind that I thought 
maybe you wouldn’t mind if I asked you 
a real big favor. You see, my father has 
always said he wanted a picture of me— 
not a snapshot, but a picture by some big 
artist like rich people car afford to buy. 
He always said that maybe one of these 
days, we'll get lucky enough to have some 
money of our own and then he can get 
that picture because [ remind him so 
much of my mother.” 

She paused embarrassedly, 
she had said too much. 

“Go ahead, Sharlie,” 
want to know all about it.’ 

“Well. I don’t think we’re ever going 
to have any money. Anyway, not before 
my father dies. You see, he’s a very sick 
man and he doesn’t think I know that he 
won't live very long. I do know it, though, 
and I’ve spent hours trying to figure out 
what I could do to get that picture for 
him. 

“Then, the other day. I was walking 
through the woods and I saw you here, 
all by yourself. working on a canvas. Ever 
since then, I’ve dreamed about asking 
you if you would do it—paint the picture 
for me, I mean.” 

I felt like an utter fool standing there 
listening to the simple, direct story Shar- 
lie was telling me. Now, I knew, beyond 
any shadow of a doubt that she was no 
vision. She was real, sweet, warm and 
loved her father terribly. I felt inade- 
quate to the situation. 

“But, Sharlie,” I protested slowly. “I’m 
not really an artist—yet. I just fool 
around, trying to learn. I haven’t even 
studied to be an artist. The kind of pic- 
ture your father’s talking about is one of 
those that these fellows with studios and 
lots of experience do. I don’t think . . .” 

I was startled by the tears which 
glistened in her eyes. She backed slowly 
away from me. 

“It’s all right, 
Rivers,” she said sadly. 
ered you about it.” 

She turned and ran back toward the 
clearing. 

I didn’t even stop to think of what I was 
doing. I took out after her like a des- 
perate creature seeking to recapture a 
most precious, fleeting thing. Sharlie could 
run like a little deer and I had to make 
an extra burst of speed to catch up with 
her. When I did. I grabbed her shoulder. 
She stumbled and fell. I fell beside her. 

I didn’t mean to do what I did. But she 
panting from the 


as if afraid 


I urged gently. “I 
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George—I mean Mr. 
“Tm sorry I both- 


lay there, warm and 


running, those two half-heart shaped lips, 
tempting and irresistible and the great 
tears rolling down her cheeks. 

I leaned over Sharlie, looked for one 
long second into her eyes and kissed her 
a long, tender, loving kiss. Immediately, 
| was ashamed. I sat up and looked at 
her. A great relief surged over me as a 
sunny smile came over her face, like the 
sun coming out after the spring shower 
of her tears. 

“Does that mean you'll paint the pic- 
ture?” she asked. 

I answered her, but not with words. 
With another kiss, this one. ever so slight- 
ly less gentle, this one with a tiny bit 
more of the pounding rhythmic beat of 
desire than the calm steadiness of wide- 
eyed worship. 

But both elements were in that kiss. For 
in the few moments I had known her, | 
had come to admire and want Sharlie. My 
emotions were all the more powerful be- 
cause | had never been interested in girls, 
another reason which caused me to be the 
laughing-stock of the household and the 
object of scorn by my lusty brothers who 
competed with each other in their lady- 
killing reputations. 

Sharlie and I talked for hours that day. 
sitting under my little tree. We were so 
much drawn to each other because both 
of us were lonely youngsters. I lived in a 
sort of exile, except for Mom, because of 
my “queer” love for being alone and my 
admiration of the things of earth and sky. 
Sharlie was somewhat of an unusual per- 
son in her world in the Negro community. 

Not too many people, young or old, 
colored or white, where we lived. were as 
educated as Sharlie. I marvelled at her 
beautiful speech, the many things she 
seemed to know about the world. I found 
it a delight, talking with her, being in 
her company. She was going to be an im- 
portant new interest in my life, a secret 
wonder to become my very own, | hoped. 

Not for a minute did I realize the dif- 
ference between us—the difference which 
exists between white boy and Negro girl 
in our part of the country. I saw nothing 
strange in relishing the companionship, the 
friendliness of a girl who belonged to a 
race which, subconsciously, I realized all 
my family and neighbors considered in- 
ferior. 

I promised Sharlie that I would start 
sketching her; that eventually, I would 
try to paint a picture good enough for 
her dad. We agreed to meet the next 
afternoon under the tree. 

| hated the thought of leaving her that 
day. As she turned to go, I whirled her 
around to face me. Once again my lips 
sought hers. 

But this time Sharlie resisted. This time 
she held me off. 

“George,” she told me with the sweet 
directness which was her trait, “let's get 
one thing straight before we begin on the 
picture. Let’s just be friends, nothing else. 
I would hate for you to think I’m one of 
those colored girls who likes to chase after 
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fellows just because they’re white. And 
I’d hate to think you were going to do 
the picture for me for any other reason 
than that you like me as a friend.” 

I felt as if Sharlie had struck me hard 
across the face. Her mention of race, set- 
ting us apart as opposites jarred the idyl- 
lic feeling I was having about this new, 
wonderful experience of meeting her. I 
was very much shocked and a little hurt. 

“All right, Sharlie, if that’s the way you 
want it.” I told her stiffly. “See you to- 
morrow.” 

I turned to walk off. She waved at me 
gaily and ran through the clearing, toward 
her home. 

Every hour of my life from the time I 
left Sharlie until the next afternoon when 
we met—and they seemed like thousands 
upon thousands of hours—was spent in 
an unbroken dream of her, both waking 
and sleeping. The thought of seeing her 
again was like a kid’s thought of Christ- 
mas coming. The memory of her exqui- 
site face, the low. sweet voice, the full 
lips filled my mind’s eye. 

But, along with the sweetness of the 
memories was the bitter reminder of the 
words—the ugly, separating, unreasonable 
words “colored” and “white.” Id never 
had time or occasion to give a thought to 
the way colored and white people were 
differentiated. Id heard the prejudiced 
remarks of Dad and my brothers, of neigh- 
bors against colored people. But to me, the 
way Mom thought had always been my 
guide. To Mom, all people, black and 
white. were people created by God and 
deserving of the respect of all their fel- 
lows. 

I wondered what Mom would think if 
I told her I had a new friend—a colored 
gir—_whom I considered the most impor- 
tant thing that had happened to me since 
I could remember. I knew what Dad 
would think, what he would say. I de- 
cided that Sharlie, my friendship with her, 
my meetings in the woods with her, would 
be a secret—even from Mom—for a long 
time. 

Knowing Sharlie, changed my life com- 
pletely. I had been content with the free- 
dom of going out into the woods every 
day and not having to work for Dad. But 
now, I knew what a mild thing content- 
ment was and what a heart-bursting, ex- 
hilirating thing it is to be happy, to be, 
in fact, in love. 

For. I was in love with Sharlie. I dis- 
covered it more with every pencil stroke 
I made while sketching her; with every 
laugh we shared; every serious conversa- 
tion which occupied our time. I lived only 
to be with her, to admire constantly the 
beauty which was Sharlie 
inside. For she was a real person, warm, 
understanding, perfectly honest. 

There was a stiffness between us for the 
first two weeks of our rendezvous. I had 
built up a silly, sorry-for-myself sense of 
pride about her asking that we remain 
only friends. I had determined to treat 
her with formality and dignity. But what 


outside and 


could I do, how could I remain stiff with 
Sharlie when her laugh was the tinkling 
of small bells, when her expressively pret- 
ty face reflected her liking for me, when 
she acted so sweet. so sincere in every tiny 
thing she did. I couldn’t be stiff with 
Sharlie. Nor could I keep my word about 
maintaining our relationship on a friend- 
ly basis. 

I broke my word one Sunday afternoon 
three weeks after we had met. I had fin- 
ished a number of sketches of her. all un- 
satisfactory. I doubted if I would ever be 
able to do one which satisfied me. I guess 
my standards about Sharlie’s glowing 
beauty were so high that they interfered 
with what I wanted to do with my sketch- 
ing tools. 

At any rate, that Sunday afternoon I 
felt suddenly a desperate sense of frustra- 
tion about ever capturing Sharlie on pa- 
per or canvas, for that matter. I took a 
long, searching look at her, as she sat 
poised in front of me, graceful as a bird 
and looking just as elusive. Her beautiful 
skin, the smoothest of ebony, showing up 
underneath a glorious flush of warm red, 
glowed with a lovely sheen. Her eyes were 
bright and shining, her lips parted as if 
she had just seen a wonderful sunrise. 

Our eyes met and in one naked instant, 
I saw in Sharlie’s eyes the mute answer 
to the wild call in my heart. In that in- 
stant I knew that I could drop my work, 
move closer to her, take her little face in 
my hands, kiss her lips, caress her hair, 
kiss her eyes, her throat, her pretty shoul- 
ders. I did. 

I said I knew that Sharlie wanted me 
to kiss her just as I wanted her kiss. But 
I wasn’t prepared for the upsetting on- 
slaught of the passion within her which 
rose to match my own. Before we knew 
it, kisses and caresses were no longer mild 
petting. We were serious, in earnest. 

We moved closer, closer together. We 
forgot sky, earth and all the elements 
around us; remembered only the great, 
primitively elements 
which were driving us swiftly into one 
being. The sky was only a blue canopy 
so high that our love could rise to meet it. 
The earth was a moss bed to cradle our 
emotions. We were one—Sharlie and I— 
and that was the beginning of a love af- 
fair that became as hot and as possessing 


moving within us 


as fever. 


VV HEN THE VERY seams of our love 

had burst, boiled simmered 
down, we lay in each other’s arms, nestling 
each other, speaking tender words. shar- 
ing loving silences. I was divided between 


over, 


the exultation of owning this girl of my 
heart who so often in my dreams I had 
owned; torn between that and the fear 
that when Sharlie came out of her crystal 
glow, she would break like china, resent 
me for what had happened or despise 
herself. 

But my fears were put to rest, an hour 
later, as we parted, when Sharlie stood 
on tiptoe, kissed me deliciously and said: 
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“You’re so wonderful, George. Tomor- 
row. can we belong to each other again?” 

Then. before I could answer, she teased 
mischievously: 

“But, let’s not forget our picture.” 

We didn’t forget the picture either. 
Now, I knew Sharlie in her every intimate 
phase. Now I could sketch her, paint her, 
not as someone standing off from far 
away. Not from the outside of her and 
1ot only the great beauty of her exterior. 
I could paint the quality of Sharlie for 
doing so was only interpreting something 
which was actually a part of me. 

This was my truest happiness—the only 
genuine happiness I have ever known— 
the autumn afternoons spent with Sharlie, 
the winter days when we shared our love 
and the work on the painting in an aban- 
doned little cabin hid in a clump of trees. 
We lay and talked for long hours to- 
cether. I smuggled delicacies from the 
house, stole utensils until finally we had 
an arsenal for comfort. Sharlie cooked a 
meal now and then. Oh, we were happy. 

We were happy until the two words 
came up again; the two deadly, sepa- 
rating, barring words—colored and white. 

Oh, we had been aware of them. For, 
to us this affair was more than an affair, 
more than the typical soft-cover novel idea 
of the young white lord of the big house 
who whets his appetite with the favors of 
the slave girl. I was no lord, but an exile, 
Sharlie was no slave, but a queen—my 
queen. We were simply a girl and boy in 
love. It was that uncomplicated until 
Sharlie told me about the baby. 

She had been fearing pregnancy now 
for several weeks. It was a certain thing. 

Sharlie wasn’t afraid, talking about it. 
She was resolute and prepared, in her 
mind, if no other way. 

“T’ll go away,” Sharlie said. “Ill go 
back to New York where my cousins live. 
[ have a little money—enough to get there. 
They'll take care of me, George. until the 
baby is born. Then, when the baby is 
born, I'll get a job. Maybe you can get 
a job here, stay for a while and then 
come to me. I'll be waiting, George, al- 
Oh, George, it will be a boy, you 
know. With gray-green eyes like yours 
and a nice smile. We'll love him so very 
much. In New York you and I could be 
live together, without anyone 
saying a word.” 

Out of some gray fear whose origin I 
couldn’t trace, an illness began to arise 
within me. Sharlie was so sincere, so de- 
fiantly proud of the unborn child. She 
had solved every problem so neatly. But 
[ wasn’t sure, didn’t know. Something 
told me that the life which wanted to stir 
within Sharlie would somehow become the 
beginning of the death of our love. I 
didn’t know that the seeds of cowardice 
were imbedded deep inside of me. I didn’t 
know that my background, a lazy, uncon- 

ous thing, was beginning to catch up 
with me. But I couldn’t hurt Sharlie. 

If only, at that minute, I had shown the 
manhood to take Sharlie in my arms, to 


n2 


ways. 


married, 


tell her we would share our burden; that 
the two of us would go away together; 
that I wanted our son as much as she— 
things might have happened a lot dif- 
ferently. 

Instead, I held her to me and 
mured agreement to everything she pro- 
posed, not knowing, not knowing at all 
whether it could be done, whether I want- 
ed to do it. 

I kissed her—a troubled kiss. 

I became more and more confused as 
the days went on and as both of us 
realized that soon Sharlie would have to 
be leaving before her condition became 
obvious. 

“But first, we must finish the painting,” 
she urged. 

The painting was almost finished. It 
awed me. It was good, better than I’d 
ever dreamed anything I tried could be. 
The day I made the final stroke, did the 
last retouching—stepped back from my 
canvas and looked at my work—our work 
—I felt a great flood of pride in myself, 
a great burst of gratitude for Sharlie. I 
knew that I must be honest with her, that 
I must finally share with her my doubts 
and misgivings about the baby, about her 
leaving. 

I told her that the burden of deciding 
what we should do was too great for only 
the two of us. We were inexperienced. We 
didn’t want to make a mistake. I told 
Sharlie I couldn’t be happy, no matter 
what we did, unless I confided in the one 
other person on earth who believed in 
me and whom I trusted—Mom. Sharlie 
was frightened by this idea. 

“Don’t be scared, darling,” 
her. “You don’t know Mom.” 

I found out I didn’t know Mom either. 
All my life I'd heard Mom talk of other 
people as though she cherished all hu- 
mans, regardless of their race or condi- 
tion. I’d heard her defend. seen her shield 
Sharlie’s people against little day to day 
libels, injustices and brutalities. How was 
I to know what a serious mistake I was 
making by taking Mom into my confi- 
dence. 

In front of my very eyes, I saw Mom 
change from the understanding, loving 
mother to the savage tigress fighting to 
protect her best-loved against what she 
sees as danger. She flinched when I told 
her how I’d met Sharlie. She recoiled 
when I admitted that we'd been meeting 
every day for long months. She became 
a raving, infuriated she-devil—Mom did— 
when I confessed that Sharlie was going 
to have a baby. I was thoroughly defeated 
by the shock of her reaction. 

Mom stood in front of me, her eyes 
steel hard, her chin set. 

“Tl see that black witch dead in hell 
first before she takes you away from your 
home. She’s a little tart who went North 
to learn some fancy tricks about getting 
herself a white man. George, I promised 
to keep your secret, but I can’t do it— 
unless you promise mo >ne thing.” 


mur- 


I soothed 


“What, Mom?” I asked with hoarse, 
fearful anticipation. 

“Get rid of it,” she said in a voice of 
almost evil hissing. 

I stepped back in horror and stared at 
my mother. 

“Do you know what you're saying, 
Mom?” I demanded. 

Her eyes were fanatically bright. 

“Yes, get rid of the baby and never see 
that girl again. I'll give you money to do 
it. Pl find out how you can do it. Then 
we must send her away.” 

Through my mind flashed the picture 
of Sharlie. Through my brain ran her 
words—we'll both love him so much, 
George. 

For the first time in my life, I turned 
my back on Mon, stalked out of the room 
angrily and slammed my door. I should 
have kept my back turned on her. In- 
stead, in my room, pacing up and down, 
I began thinking very hard about Mom’s 
suggestion. Slowly, deliberately, because 
I was a coward, because it was what J 
wanted to believe, I concluded that Mom’s 
idea was the only practical idea; that it 
would solve every problem. 

After all, neither Sharlie nor I was pre- 
pared to get married, to rear a child. If 
I went along with Mom’s suggestion, I 
could still see Sharlie and some day soon 
we'd figure out a way to belong to each 
for life. I remembered Mom’s threat about 
betraying my secret if I didn’t do what 
she said. If she ever took a notion to tell 
the whole mess to Dad, there’d be se- 
rious trouble. God knows what would 
happen to Sharlie. 

My mind was made up. When I met 
Sharlie that day, I had already told Mom 
that I would do as she had suggested. 
Quietly, patiently, I explained it all to 
Sharlie—how we could get an operation 
performed, how it would be so much bet 
ter for us to wait for a better time. 

I talked glibly, smoothly, eyes averted 
from Sharlie’s eyes. All the while, I had 
the uncomfortable feeling that my cow 
ardice, my indecision, refusal to face up 
to the situation were naked before her 
bright eyes. 

When I had finished talking, when I 
looked at her in question of her silence, 
Sharlie’s head was bowed ever so slightly. 
I raised her chin gently, looked into her 
eyes. They were glistening with soft, sad 
tears. 

“Darling,” I cried anxiously, pressing 
her to me, “please, please don’t take it 
that way.” 

Her lips trembled. She looked at me as 
if I were some strange person she'd just 
encountered. Her words, almost indis- 
tinct, were an indictment. 

“You want to kill our baby,” she said. 
It was a question. It was an accusation. 

“But, Sharlie . . .” I began. 

Sharlie pushed my hand away from 
hers. She stood, looked down at me, long 
and deep into my eyes. She seemed 0 
alone standing there, yet so proud and 
able to take care of herself. 
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“George, there won’t be any baby,” she 
said simply. Then she turned and ran. 

It was the second time I’d chased Shar- 
lie through the woods. This time I didn’t 
catch her. I never caught her again. That 
night, Sharlie put a bullet neatly through 


her brain, lay on the floor of old man 
Anderson’s cabin, blood pouring out of 
her temple. 

Oh, Sharlie, I did—do love you. But I 
was a weak, spineless fool. unwilling to 
pay the price; ignorant that love is as 
much give as take; ignorant that you can’t 
have your cake and eat it too. What 


Sharlie, hold you in 


to have you hold him 


wouldn’t I give, 
my arms once more, 


up to me—our son who never had a 
chance to be born. 
Sharlie, the day after they laid your 


body in the grave, I went to your house, 
to your father’s house. I, who had 
right there than anyone else on earth, went 
walking quietly to your father’s door and 
knocked. Your father dragged to the door, 
Sharlie, and said, “Come in, Mr. George.” 

He smiled at me dimly through the tears 
still misting his eyes. Did he know? 
Did he hate me? Did he veil his smoul- 
dering desire to kill me behind the ob- 
sequious smile which has become the mask 
of many a black man in the South? Tl 
Sharlie. 
that there was a 
when he didn’t hate me. That 
minute of stunned, beautiful 
which shone on his face when I gave it 
to him—the painting of you. 

“It’s beautiful, Mr. George,” 

Then I left. 

I've left the South, too, 
there, I might think much of my 
woods, our tree, our cabin. Staying there, 
I might want to hate my mother who has 
been like a dumb, broken imitation of a 
human being ever since she first looked 
into my eyes when we learned you had 
gone home to God. 

For a long time, Sharlie, I refused to 
believe you were dead. Now. I know it. I 
know it by the emptiness of my world, by 
the way the days drift along like those 
brown autumn leaves in our wood—only 
not pretty like them. 

I wish I could find a sweet and warm 
companion such as you were, Sharlie. 
Don’t ask me why I want her to be of 
your race. Maybe I don’t rightly know. 
Maybe I want, too late, a chance to prove 
to the world what I have found out—that 
love has no color. Why do I want her to 
be rich or in decent circumstances? May- 
be it’s because I don’t know how to make 
a living. 

Maybe it’s because, in the 
since you’ve been dead, I’ve 
the same thing over and over, 
the same picture over and over; 


less 


never know. 
I do know minute 
was the 


gratitude 


he told me. 


Sharlie. Staying 


too 


five years 
been doing 
painting 
beautiful 


pictures, gorgeously living, breathing pic- 
tures—all of Sharlie. Pictures everyone 
wants to buy. Pictures I won't sell. 

; Maybe, if I can find my make-believe 
Sharlie, I can save my reason—and my 
soul, THE END 
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You can be happy all summer with 
these double-duty, linen weave Mates! 
The dress is Burlington ‘‘Fancy 
Clancy” Linen Weave Rayon with 
soft, falling skirt that tucks a trim, 
high-style sleeveless, open neck bodice. 
The complementary jacket of Dan 
River Riverlin is cuffed and collared 
and buttons snugly over the bare arms 
and open neck for occasional coverage. 
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tons match on dress 
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and white “Fancy 
Clancy” block pat- 
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I need someone in your territory to 
supply customers with my Famous 
Blair products. No experience or 
capital needed. I'll send complete 
money-making outfit, with full size 
products, on FREE Trial, and 
help you get started in a busi- 
ness of your own. Write today. 
BLAIR Dept. 14ME 
Memphis 2, Tenn. 


“With Goa 
All Things Are Possible!” 


Are you facing difficult problems? Poor Health? Money 
or Job Troubles? Unhappiness? Drink? Love or Fam- 
ily Troubles? Would you like more Happiness, Suc- 
cess and “Good Fortune” in Life? 

If you have any of these Problems, or others like 
them, dear friend, then here is wonderful NEWS of a 
remarkable NEW WAY of PRAYER that is helping 
thousands to glorious new happiness and joy! 

ust clip this Message now and mail with 
name, address and 3c stamp to LIFE-STUDY 
LOWSHIP, Box 5205, Noroton, Conn. We will rush 
this wonderful NEW Message of PRAYER and FAITH 
to you by AIR MAIL absolutely FREE! 
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Don’t miss out on romance and happiness be- 
cause of dull, dark skin. Now with DOVE’S 
BLEACHING CREAM you, too, can make your 
skin softer, smoother, clearer and _ lovelier. 
DOVE’S BLEACHING CREAM must give you 
the happy results you want, or your money 
back. See for yourself how it works to clear 
away those dull dark skin particles that keep 
your complexion in the shadow. Order it today! 
$1.20 Postpaid, Tax included. If C.O.D. $1.00 
plus Tax and postage. 

DOVE’S BEAUTY PRODUCTS CO. Dept. A 

P. 0. Box 112, Jackson Heights 72, N. Y. 





FE 
Sn al 
: 


53 























Easy to 
Love 


(Continued from Page 23) 


you're about the prettiest little chick in 
the barnyard, huh?” 

“Well, aren’t I?” I demanded, pouting. 

“Oh, I reckon you'll pass—in the dark,” 
Beanie said. 

“Just for that I’m going to tell Myrt 
you're flirting with her best friend!” I 
threatened. 

“Go on, tell her,” Beanie laughed. “I 
was just trying to build you up so you 
won't be too knocked out when you meet 
His Nibs.” 

“Oh—go crawl in your shirt,” I laughed. 
“I’m going out to your so-called patio.” 
As I went into the backyard, I wasn’t 
thinking about whoever it was that I was 
to meet, but rather what good, good 
friends Myrt and Beanie were, always the 
same, always true blue. Teaching isn’t 
quite the cinch some people seem to be- 
lieve. Too, I'd been going out practically 
every night the past several weeks, and as 
| slumped down on an outdoor-type chaise 
lounge, weariness washed over me and I 
wished I had stayed home, as I had 
planned. 

As I relaxed on comfortable cushions, 
I reflected that maybe my waning zest for 
the gay social life which had made Kran- 
son City the Mecca of my dreams, was 
because I was getting old. Then I had 
to chuckle at that fancy. At twenty-two, 
| wasn’t old. But I sure was tired. Weari- 
ly I laid back and closed my eyes, think- 
ing how glad I'd be when school was over, 
which would be in a month and a half. 

“They said she was very beautiful,” a 
leep voice mused thoughtfully, “and sure 
enough, she is.” 

For a few seconds I thought I was 
dreaming, and I still wasn’t sure whether 
or not I was as the deep, vibrant voice 
poke again: “So this lovely little creature 

the famed Penny Parker. Hmmm!” 

[ opened one eye cautiously—then the 
other flew open as I saw the tall man in 
the sky-blue uniform of an Air Force 
officer gravely regarding me. I sat up 
quickly and stared back at him. If he 
was Myrt’s dream boat, how accurately she 
had tagged him! Because in a rugged, 
extremely virile way, he was handsome 
indeed. 

“Forgive me if I startled you,” he said, 
till holding me with his strangely intent 
glance. “Beanie told me to come on out 
here. So Ill have to introduce myself, I 
suess. I’m Randy Steele.” 

\ly mouth opened to reply then froze 
in a startled “Oh” as the name registered. 
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Randy Steele: Major Randolph Steele, 
Phil’s older brother, back from Korea! I 
gazed at him, wide-eyed, my heart in my 
throat. Why had Myrt done this to me? 

“You—startled me,” I mumbled, hasti- 
ly lowering my gaze. “I’m—uh—glad to 
meet you, Major Steele. At least,” I added 
faintly, peeking up at him, “I hope I am.” 

“I hope you are, too,” he replied his 
deep-set dark eyes crinkling in a warm 
smile that held a glint of mischief. “You 
know, Miss Parker, you're really not at 
all like I expected you to be.” 

“And just what did you expect?” I 
asked, meeting his glance challengingly. 

Again that warm, devastating smile, 
this time accompanied by a quizzical lift 
of dark eyebrows. “What do you think?” 
he inquired quietly. 

“You mean—in relation to your broth- 
er?” I asked quickly. “There may be two 
sides to that story, you know.” 

The airmam said dryly, “That had oc- 
curred to me, although I must admit the 
news about Phil—the stateside version— 
was very disturbing, as you may appreci- 
ate.” 

“IT suppose you mean the way he’s been 
drinking and neglecting his dental prac- 
tice since I broke our engagement?” I 
demanded, gazing up at him steadily. And 
at his affirmative nod, I added, “I’m sup- 
posed to be responsible for that—or so 
I’ve heard. What do you propose to do 
about it, Major? Have me shot at sun- 
rise?” 

For a second his look turned bleak. 
Then he laughed, and asked! “What gives 
you the idea I’d want to do anything about 
it?” 

I stared back at him. “Maybe because 
Myrt invited me here to meet you. But 
without mentioning your name. And isn’t 
it just a little too pat that neither she nor 
Beanie has invaded our privacy during this 
cozy little confab? Whose idea was this, 
anyway?” 

“Mine,” the airman admitted with a dis- 
arming grin. 

“But, why?” I demanded. 

“Oh, maybe I was curious to see what 
kind of girl it was who could bring down 
a high-flying gander like Phil.” 

“And now that you've seen the wicked 
huntress?” 

“Now that I’ve seen her, I don’t be- 
lieve she is either a huntress or wicked. 
In fact, I’m so charmed by her that I have 
no doubt she had good reasons for break- 
ing off with Phil. I even suspect that his 
conduct since has been the kind of self- 
dramatization to which he had been ad- 
dicted all his life. And with her kind 
permission, can we not forget about him 
and devote our attention to—us?” 

What could I do but agree? With that 
big hunk of gorgeous manhood standing 
in front of me, letting those smiling eyes 
of his say a hundred times more than 
even his thrilling voice? And me getting 
goose pimples all over? 


( NLY THEN, as if on cue, did Myrt 

and Beanie come running out, spilling 
over with a lot of transparently phony ex- 
cuses for having so neglected their guests, 
| didn’t know whether I wanted to kill 
Myrt, or hug her, but I cut my eyes at 
her wickedly to let her know I was sup. 
posed to be sore at her perfidy. But she 
assumed such an overdone look of inno- 
cence I had to giggle. 

Talk about an enchanted evening! And 
all the time with my heart behaving in 
the craziest, most delightful way, doing 
flip-flops every other minute, while Myrt 
took it all in and looked like the cat who 
had stolen the cream! 

When finally I realized the lateness of 
the hour and said that I must go, Randy 
—we were calling each other by first 
names by then—asked if he might see me 
home. And Myrt, the hussy, chortled; 
“Randy, honey, if you don’t, that little ole 
piece of brown sugar there beside you 
will merely up and die!” And I could 
have murdered her. Instead, I kissed her. 

Randy had suggested a taxi, but I had 
insisted that since I didn’t live far, we 
should walk; and how it happened I really 
don’t know, but before we’d gone a half 
block, we were strolling along hand in 
hand. like a couple of kids. 

When we reached my building, | 
stopped at the entrance and said: “It’s 
been fun—Randy. And thanks for—for 
not hating me. Because of Phil, I mean.” 

An odd look, almost of pain, shadowed 
his face for an instant. Then he tried to 
smile, but didn’t quite manage it. “Penny,” 
he muttered, his voice sliding down scale 
so deeply I felt its vibration all through 
me, “Penny .. . I don’t hate you. Maybe 
... I wanted to... but I couldn't. I— 
couldn't!” Then, with a sound like a 
groan, right there beneath the bright en- 
trance lights of the apartment house, he 
drew me into his arms and bent and kissed 
me, gently, lingeringly ... and the angels 
SORE. 3 + 

I was so full of that glorious, heavenly 
paean it was a second or two before | 
realized that Randy had freed me and 
was striding away so rapidly he seemed 
almost to run. I gazed bewilderedly after 
him, then with an anguished wail of 
“Randy!” I ran after him—ran right into 
him, for when I cried out his name he 
stopped and I was going so fast I couldn't 
do likewise, and he caught me in his arms 
and said unsteadily, “Penny, Penny! Oh, 
my little darling, don’t you know this 
can't be?” 

I was gripping his tunic desperately, 
tears raining down my face, and I didn’t 
know what was the matter with me. and 
I began to sob and couldn’t stop. Then. 
as easily as if I were a baby, Randy picked 
me up and strode back to the building and 
opened the door and carried me upstairs 
and put me down in front of my apart 
ment and said, “Key?” 

I fumbled it from my bag and he took 
it and let us into the darkness of my liv- 
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ing room where we melted together, with 
me clutching him and sobbing, “Don’t 
leave me, Randy don’t ever leave 
me until his questing lips found 
mine, silencing my plea, making me for- 
vet everything except the wonderful fact 
that here was my man. my lover, my mate, 
and nothing else mattered. 

Nothing! 

The quick flowering of our romance, 
which began only two days after Randy’s 
return, really created a spicy sensation— 
and in certain quarters. quite a lot of ill- 
Always well liked 


dis- 


concealed resentment. 
and very popular, he 
tinction as a much publicized jet pilot ace 
in thes war-torn Korean skies, and every- 
one wanted to honor or entertain him. 


had achieved 


chagrin of the 
I was at his 
other 


However, to the 
younger feminine contingent, 
side at dinner, party, or 
entertainment which was given for 
and it gave me the most wonderful glow 
because of the way his every look, action 
or word made clear how he felt about me. 

I could escape knowing how 
much indignation this 
many Kranson City women, 
whom already bore me no love, probably 
because of my popularity among their 
For some time there had also existed 


open 


every 
him, 


hardly 
aroused among 


a number of 


men. 
a strong undercurrent of 
cially among the matronly se 


censure, espe- 


t. because of 


what they considered my callous treat- 
ment of Randy’s younger brother. Phil, 


and the bad effect it had had upon him. 
And now, designing hussy that 
I was, I’d gottén my evil hooks into Randy 
town! Td un- 


heartless, 
the minute he got into 
doubtedly ruin him, too! 

I had been made very much aware of 
the feeling against me both before and 
after I broke my engagement to Phillip 


Steele, and its steady growth as I became 
probably the most sought-after girl in 
town. But I did not allow it to disturb 


me. If the truth be known, 
it! 

Along the way I had struck back at 
some of those who had bared their claws 
too openly at me. Like Mayme Hunt, 
Phil’s childhood sweetheart. Everyone had 
expected they would marry as soon as Phil 
was launched in his dental practice. A 
newcomer, I knew nothing of that. When 
I went to the Professional Building in the 


I gloried 


prosperous section of our business com- 
munity, 
It just happened that the first name 


all I wanted was dental service. 


I saw on the frosted glass doors that lined 
the second floor corridor was Phil’s. I 
entered a smartly appointed waiting room, 
gave the required information about my- 
self to a nice-looking young receptionist, 
and waited my turn. 

When it 
by Dr. Phillip Steele’s modernly equipped 
inner office—and by Dr. 
slender young man, with curly black hair 


came, I was much impressed 


Steele, too, a 


and attractive features dominated by large, 


long-lashed brown eyes; and, as I noted 


























You ll always be his sweetheart 
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when he smiled at me, he also had deep 
dimples. I couldn’t help knowing that the 
young dentist was also quite impressed 
by me. 

In any event, he quickly and skillfully 
replaced the loose filling which had caused 
my visit to him; and afterward he re- 
marked: “Except for that one little cavity, 
Miss Parker, you’ve got the most perfect 
teeth I’ve ever seen. They have a luster 
like pearls.” 

“Why—thank you, Doctor,” I replied 
demurely as I started out of his office. “I 
try to take good care of them.” 

“And Miss Parker—” he added in his 
boyishly candid way, “forgive me for say- 
ing that you are also the most beautiful 
girl I’ve ever seen!” 

As I expected, Dr. Steele got in touch 
with me, only sooner than I had figured, 
for it was that very evening, by telephone. 
How, he asked, did I like Kranson City? 
Fine, eh? But had I seen much of it? 
No? Well, since the weather was so fine, 
wouldn’t I give him the exquisite (that’s 
what he said!) pleasure of showing me 
a bit of it. 

He had just taken delivery on a new 
convertible that very day and would I not 
do him the honor of having the first ride 
in it? No? But why, Miss Parker? Oh— 
a previous engagement? Well, how about 
tomorrow evening? Please? Please? 

As I later learned, Phil had the same 
effect upon others, especially most of the 
older Kranson City matrons, many of 
whom had oohed and ahed over him since 
he was a baby—a remarkable beautiful 
baby, they all agreed. And he had grown 
up to be “such a sweet boy,” but also, “so 
manly.” Curiously enough, despite his al- 
most feminine prettiness, he did radiate an 
air of manliness. But, as I soon discov- 
ered, it was only a pose cultivated to hide 
his true self, which was that of a little 
boy who had never grown up and did not 
want to. 

For a couple of weeks Phil took me out 
almost every night, usually for a new 
drive of discovery about the city and sur- 
rounding countryside. Mostly we ended 
up at some out-of-the-way barbecue joint, 
for I adored the stuff, and so did Phil. I 
wondered a few times why he didn’t take 
me to parties, or introduce me around, but 
concluded he wanted me exclusively for 
himself. 

Meanwhile, I was getting settled. I’d 
come to Kranson City, after teaching in 
my native South a couple of years, be- 
cause my memories of the week I’d spent 
in the big Northern city during a conven- 
tion of my sorority were still warm. That 
was in my senior year at college. 

Another important consideration was 
that the starting salary for elementary 
teachers in Kranson City was three times 
what I’d been paid in my own section. It 
would enable me to indulge in my love for 
pretty clothes, expensive shoes, lots of 
heer nylons, and weekly beauty shop at- 
tention. I'd also long wished for a little 


> 


0 


apartment of my own which I could dec- 
orate and furnish like a silken bandbox, 
even on a small scale. 


O MY FIRST month in Kranson City 

was spent in finding an apartment and 
adjusting myself to my new job. which 
I enjoyed, for I love children and like 
teaching them. I had also applied for 
membership in the local graduate chapter 
of my sorority. 

It was during my second 
town—October—when my affair with Phil 
began to bloom, although even then I 
was getting over the somewhat potent 
effect he’d had upon me the first couple 
of weeks we’d known each other. I was 
starting to understand him  better—and 
to like him less. 

But I had no idea there was anything 
wrong on a larger scale until I was in- 
formed that my sorors had refused me 
membership in their local chapter. It 
was Myrt, who by then had become my 
firm friend, who revealed how it had 
happened. 

“Girl,” she told me angrily, “you were 
black-balled! 

“Black-balled!” I exclaimed incredu- 
lously. “But why? Why, I don’t even 
know most of the girls in the chapter.” 

“And most of them don’t know you, 
honey,” Myrt replied. “But it wasn’t most 
of them that blackballed you. Just one.” 

“But who?” I demanded, very much 
upset. “And why?” 

“That’s what the rest of the girls want 
to know,” Myrt informed me. “Your cre- 
dentials were okay, and they all seemed to 
think you’d make a valuable addition to 
our group. All except one. And I know 
who she is, the two-faced witch!” 

“You do? Who is she?” 

“Mayme Hunt, that’s who!” Myrtle de- 
clared, eyes snapping. “The sad-sack, cow- 
eyed hussy! 

“Mayme Hunt?” I echoed 
“Why, I don’t even know her!” 

“Well, you’ve been stepping out with 
one Dr. Phillip Steele, haven’t you, Pen- 
ny?” 

“Of course. Why?” 

“He just happens to be her property— 
or was, until you came along.” 

“I didn’t know anything about that!” 
I stared at my friend as certain facts came 
into focus: “So that was why Phil never 
took me to parties, or shows, but always 
drove around in sections of the city where 
we would not be seen together by those 
who knew him!” And I began to boil. 
“The darned sneak! If I’d known his girl 
was a soror, he’d never have had that first 
date with me!” 

“That’s typical of our little Phil,’ Myrt 
observed. 

“Well, will I ever get him told!” I 
vowed hotly. 

“The damage is done now, Penny,” Myrt 
“So, why not repay it—in 


month in 


blankly. 


pointed out. 
full?” 


“Meaning?” 


“Mayme and Phil were practically en. 
gaged. And after what she did to you 
without even trying to find out if you 
were really to blame, you might as well 
fix her little red wagon real good, baby, 
If you see what I mean!” 

I saw what she meant, all right. And 
I did, too, even to allowing myself to be. 
come engaged to Phil. I meant to go 
through with it, too. Because after all, 
Phil was attractive and had a most prom. 
ising future in his profession. But prae- 
tically from the moment I promised to 
marry him, Phil wanted to act as though 
we were already man and wife, displayed 
a coarse streak I hadn’t suspected he 
possessed. 

But even then I might have gone 
through with it—marrying him, I mean, 
since our engagement had been announced, 
Except that he gave me a present: A half. 
dozen pairs of sheer black lace panties, 
with my name, “PENNY” embroidered on 
them in large white letters! Worse, he 
suggested that I try on a pair—in his 
presence! 

He was about half high, as usual. but 
he sobered up real fast when I slapped 
his face, threw the panties at him, made 
him pick them up, and shoved him out 
of my apartment. Then, as an after- 
thought, I threw his engagement ring 
after him as he stumbled down the steps, 
whining about I’d be sorry I’d treated him 
like a dog. 

By then, our romance had whipped up 
a lot of talk. When I broke our engage- 
ment, the gossips really had a_ holiday. 
Details leaked out of what happened in 
our sorority, and I was given credit for 
having deliberately taken Phil away from 
Mayme Hunt, and then to have thrown 
him over, to get even with her. That was 
only partially true, but it was widely be- 
lieved. 

Friends tried to bring Phil and Mayme 
together, but while she was willing to 
make up. Phil wasn’t. He sulked, drank 
too much, and in general, acted like any- 
thing but a grown man. Yet, there was 
much sympathy for him, especially among 
the older women, and even more blame 
—for me. 

However, Myrt and other new friends 
were on my side, and that helped. But 
even more helpful was that as soon as 
Phil was out of the picture, others flocked 
into it. The gala holiday season was ap- 
proaching, and while I was not personally 
invited to certain of the more starchy 
formals, which were dominated by the 
older matrons, I made them all, thanks 
to various escorts who had received invi- 
tations. 

I went deep into debt to get several 
elaborate outfits, but I didn’t care, for the 
wonderful feeling I derived from wearing 
them was worth it. And what a delight 
fully intoxicating pleasure it was to have 
so many different fellows begging me for 
dates! 

However, none of the married women 
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had personal reason to complain, for I 
carefully avoided the attentions of a]l mar- 
ried men, and even those of unmarried 
ones who were engaged—if their fiancées 
had not made war on me. 

So life was one continuous ball, for 
there were plenty of unattached young 
men, practically all of whom sooner or 
later tried to date me. Even so, I was 
rather choosey, and refused to get stuck 
with any one fellow for long. It 
was too much fun, playing the field. And 
besides. | wanted no more messy compli- 
cations. such as resulted from my affair 
with Phil. 

Only later did I realize that certain of 
my ex-beaus did not forget—or forgive. 
Usually they were the ones which whom 
I had not lingered long—the “great lover 
type” who get insulted if a girl does not 
practically swoon to be honored by their 


very 


attentions—the kind who right away start 
the heavy petting and get ugly when they 
are balked. 

Then—Randy! When he came into my 
life, I forgot everyone else—completely! 
For the first time I knew the real mean- 
ing of the trite, over-used expression, “fall- 
ing in love.” Because that’s how it was 
with me. I really “fell” in love, tumbled 
helplessly, like dropping off a high cliff. 
Right from the start I loved that man as 
I never dreamed one human being could 
love another. 

My apartment was our rendezvous and 
Randy was so big he was like a giant in 
a doll’s house, which is what he laughing- 
ly called it. But he liked being in it, 
and when he was, all of the reserve which 
gave him such an air of dignity in public, 
melted away and he was simply a man in 
love. 

After the first few weeks, Randy began 
to decline practically all the invitations 
with which he was still showered. He had 
just completed his law course when he 
joined the Air Force, and now was “bon- 
ing up” for the State Board exam, which 
was his excuse to those who begged his 
company. 

However, that was not an entire fib, for 
there were law books scattered about my 
apartment and sometimes Randy really 
did study some of them. At such times 
I'd steal back to the kitchen and quietly 
prepare one of the Creole dishes I'd 
learned to make down home, in my grow- 
ing up years. But seldom would I be able 
to finish them without interruption, for I 
would find myself suddenly enfolded by 
a great pair of arms and drawn back 
against a great, hard-muscled body, and 
feel the touch of my lover’s lips on my 
hair. There would be no more cookery 
then, for a while—sometimes for quite a 
while, 

Our tastes were so much alike I felt 
that we surely were meant for each other. 
Two of my extravagances were a tiny 
spinet and a hi-fi phonograph. Sometimes 
I would play and sing for Randy, and he 
seemed to like the old French love songs 


which I sometimes sang just as well as 
semi-classics and popular stuff. 

And we talked a lot. At first, Randy 
said little of his Korean experiences, but 
after a while he opened up and bit by 
bit I got the picture of what he, and the 
others had been through, and I'd get so 
frightened just thinking what might have 
happened to him, that I’d grab him and 
dear life, and that 
for then. 


hang onto him for 
would end our talk 

Randy wanted to know all about me, 
and my work, and I would tell him about 
my life in the South, about my parents, 
my friends, the college I attended, skip- 
ping, of course, the scores of beaus I'd 
had. interested in 
my teaching activities and seemed sur- 


He was particularly 
prised, but pleased when he discovered 
my love for children. 

“You don’t look the type. darling.” he 
remarked. “Don’t tell me you’ve got the 
‘mother complex.’ ” 

“T don’t know exactly what you mean 
by that,” I replied. snuggling against his 
broad chest, “but I look forward to be- 
coming a mother with great pleasure.” I 
was disappointed that he didn't follow 
that lead, for surely he must have sensed 
what I was when I said that. 
Which was. that I would be overjoyed to 
be the mother of his children. 

But never once did Randy speak of 
marriage, which gave me an uneasy feel- 
ing, a sort of formless fear, deep down. 


feeling 


I HAD THE SAME apprehensive feeling 

when, every once in a while, Randy 
would arrive. his look as forbidding as a 
thunder cloud. When I’d ask what was 
wrong, he would answer by sweeping me 
almost savagely into his arms and crushing 
me to him so hard I could scarcely 
breathe. That part, I liked. But not his 
silence as to what so obviously had upset 
him so. 

But soon, with me in his arms, his face 
would clear, and he’d be all right again. 
Yet, once in a while, I'd surprise him 
staring at me with a searching, troubled 
look. But it always vanished so quickly 
I was never sure I’d seen what I thought 
I had. 

By then, my days had assumed a new 
pattern: To school in the morning. and 
after school, a stop at the grocer’s, then 
quickly home. there to swiftly clean and 
dust, then to bathe, carefully dress, don 
an apron, start dinner, put wine to cool 
in the refrigerator, and see that there 
were cigarettes in the handsome figured 
enamel boxes Randy had brought back 
from Japan. Then, to wait in a fever of 
impatience until he came. 

I was sure there was a lot of gossip 
which established the connection between 
my abrupt withdrawal from the so¢ial 
limelight and Randy’s frequent presence 
at my apartment. However I did not real- 
ize the extent of the talk and rumors 
about us, and what with Myrt out of town 
for her annual visit with her parents. I 


was almost completely out of touch with 
what was going on, which was the way 
I wanted it, I guess. I didn’t even know 
Myrtle was back until she called me one 
afternoon shortly after I got home from 
school. 

“Say, listen, Penny,” she began, sound- 
ing really serious for once, “I’ve got to 
see you right away. Shall I come over?” 

“Why—of course.” I replied. “But Tl 
have—company, shortly.” 

“Randy?” 

“Who else?” 

“Hmph! Well, he won’t mind me being 
in the way a few minutes. Be right over. 
*Bye, now!” 

In a very few minutes, the bell rang and 
I flew to the door, eager for the hug and 
kisses I'd learned to expect when my 
lover arrived. But it wasn’t Randy—it 
was Myrt. She breezed in, puffing and 
blowing and flung herself on the divan. 

“What did you do—fly?” I laughed. 
“Gee, am I glad to see you!” 

“Ditto, here,” she panted. “Girl, I did 
just about fly!” 

“What's wrong Myrt?” 

“That is exactly what I came here to 
ask you, doll! I mean, the stuff ve been 
hearing! Ooh!” 

“You mean—about Randy and me?” 

“That too. But mainly about you! Girl. 
it made me so hot I cussed out a couple 
of our so-called friends who dished out 
the dirt!” 

“Myrt — whatever 
about?” 

“About the dirty, filthy lies that are 
being spread about you! Penny — it’s 
rough! Real rough! And all this rotten 
stuff didn’t get started by itself, either. 
That I know! It has all the earmarks of 
an organized campaign to ruin you for- 


are you talking 


ever and ever in this lousy town!” 

I stared at Myrt bewilderedly. “Why 
would anyone want to ruin me? I mean—” 

“Are you kidding, Penny?” Myrt asked 
scathingly. “Girl, a lot more than you 
think would like nothing better than to 
help tromp you in the mud! Mayme Hunt, 
for one. And her gang. Also every chick 
whose boy friend ever rolled his eyes at 
you. And all the old hens that never ap- 
proved of you generally.” 

“But what can anyone say about me? 
Bad, I mean. Myrt, you know I’ve done 
nothing—” 

“Sure. baby, 7 know. But ‘they’ can 
say any darned thing that comes into 
their dirty minds! And why do you sup- 
pose Randy has been charging around like 
an angry bull, slugging guys?” 

“Myrtle!” 

“You mean you didn’t know about that? 
Jumping Jehosafat! Why girl, it’s the 
talk of the town! Two or three of your 
ex-flames—the one’s you dropped when 
they came on with the cave man act? 
Well, they must have said the wrong thing 
about you when Randy was around, be- 
cause he practically took them apart!” 

“Oh, no!” 
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“Oh, yes! And in a way, I’m glad he 
did it, too. But it only makes it worse.” 

“Myrtle—what are they saying about 
me?” 

“Baby, knowing as I do what an abso. 
lute lie it is, I hate to even tell you.” 

“T’ve got to know. Please, Myrt!” 

“Well, the inference is, supposedly on 
the ‘testimony’ of a lot of our local ‘gen. 
tlemen, that you—that you’re easy.” 

“Easy? You mean—” 

“Easy to love—that’s what they mean. 
To hear the talk, you’ve laid around with 
every guy in town, including the lame, the 
halt and the blind!” 

“What can I do?” I cried. “How do you 
fight terrible slander like this?” 

“You don’t,” Myrt said sadly. “How 
can you? Practically anything anyone 
might try would only make it worse. | 
mean, like your Randy, going around giv- 
ing guys hits on the head—and creating 
still more talk. The only advice I can 
give you is, sit tight, say nothing, do 
nothing, and let this nasty storm blow it- 
self out. And—hope for the best.” 

I nodded, so overwhelmed I hardly 
noticed when my friend left. Easy to love! 
So that’s what was being said about me? 
Penny Parker, easy to love! Thank God, 
Randy didn’t believe that. Or .. . did 
he? Where was he? 

I heard a car door slam and jumped up 
and ran to the window. But it was only 
the driver getting out of a dry cleaning 
truck. Why hadn’t it been Randy? Why 
didn’t he come now, and put his arms 
around me and let me know it made no 
difference to him what anyone said about 
me? 

I thought I heard his step in the hall 
and I flew to the door and flung it open, 
my heart thudding with hope that I had 
been right. But there was nobody in the 
hall. I started getting panicky. Maybe— 
maybe Randy wasn’t coming! 

Where was he? 

It had grown dark. Corner lights were 
blinking on. I looked at my watch: Nine 
o'clock! Oh, no! It couldn’t be that late. 
Randy should have been here long before 
now. Why didn’t he come? 

Disconsolately, I wandered about the 
three rooms of my apartment where now 
everything reminded me of my _ absent 
lover. And in my tiny kitchen, a blackened 
lump which had been a pork roast Id 
forgotten to take out of the oven until 
too late . . . which was to have been our 
dinner. It was a reminder of him, of 
Randy, of the man I loved . . . who hadn't 
come home. 

Home? This was not his home, except 
that he willed it so. We were not mar 
ried. He had no obligation to come here. 
Whatever had happened between us with- 
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in these walls, J had wanted to happen. 
If anyone was to be blamed, it was I. 
Finally I gave up and lay across my bed, 
feeling as lifeless as a dried husk. Toward 
morning I fell into a fitful sleep and when 
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| awakened it was well past ten—and I 
Out of habit, I 


was late for school! 
heavy coldness 


started up, but a great, 
inside me forced me back down. What did 
now, except—Randy . 

in sheer desperation, I tele- 
news of 


it matter 

At noon, 
phoned Myrt. Had she any 
Randy? No? Well, could she possibly 
sort of inquire around and locate him? 

An hour passed. I made coffee but 
could get down only a single swallow. 
The telephone rang! I raced to it, uttered 
a breathless, “Hello?” 

“Myrt, Penn. I’ve called around, in- 
cluding the Steele residence, Nobody’s 
Nobody seems to know where 
Penny! Why don’t you 


seen Randy. 
he is. Penny? 
answer? I—” 

Quietly I replaced the transceiver on its 
cradle and stood there. 

And when my doorbell rang, early that 
evening I started not to answer it, knowing 
it was not Randy. How I knew I cannot 
say, but I was right. It was, instead, 
uniformed messenger. 

“Miss Parker?” he inquired. And when 
] nodded, he extended his book, saying, 
“Sign here, please. I’ve got a letter and 
a package for you.” I signed, and took 
the letter and the package, thanked him 
and closed the door. I stared at the letter 
fora moment. Never having seen Randy’s 
handwriting, I did not know whether it 
was from him or not. The package was 
not large, and it was very light. 

I opened the letter first. It was from 
Randy. It said: “Penny—I wanted to be- 
lieve in you—God knows I did—even when 
I knew I was a fool to do so. And that 
is what I’ve been—a fool. Everyone tried 
to warn me about you, right from the start, 
but I wouldn’t listen, maybe because 1 
didn’t want to. 

But before I reached the point where it 
was impossible to doubt the truth about 
you any longer, | made a collection of 
your “love mementoes,” one of them from 
my own brother, which I now return to 
you, with my compliments. Could any 
man want further proof of the kind of girl 
you are? 

I haven’t gotten over you yet and prob- 
ably I never will. But neither will I for- 
give you for the fool you made of me, 
the laughing-stock of the town. (Signed) 


—Randy.” 


THOUGHT I was beyond feeling, but 

I found I wasn’t, for every word I 
tread was a stab into my heart. Then I 
wondered dully what he had meant by 
my “love mementoes.” Slowly I opened 
the package. In it was six, rumpled black 
lace panties, each with my name embroid- 
ered in white letters. I stared at them, 
tealizing what finding them in the pos- 
session of other men must have meant to 
Randy, 

But how did other men get them? They 
had been in Phil’s possession. What had 
he done? Passed them out to his friends 


m order to convince Randy I was of loose 


character? It had to have been that way. 
Phil had done this vicious thing. To re- 
venge himself on me. 

I was in for another shock when I went 
to school the next morning. Before I 
reached my classroom, I was summoned to 
the office of the principal, a pleasant, mid- 
dle-aged man whom I liked and respected. 

But on this morning his look was not 
pleasant—it was cold, forbidding. He 
greeted me with a curt “Morning, Miss 
Parker,” and indicated that I was to take 
the chair by his desk. 

“Two weeks ago, Miss Parker,” 
“TI was visited by a delegation of some of 
the most prominent citizens of our com- 
rather 


he said, 


munity. They came to lay some 
about you.” 
“What do you 


serious charges before me- 

“Charges?” I exclaimed. 
mean?” 

“Charges of a most serious nature, Miss 
Parker. Charges, which if proved, would 
show you to be unfit as a teacher of our 
young. I—uh—referred the matter to the 
Board of Education, and I have been noti- 
fied as of this morning, that you are to be 
suspended until a hearing is held.” 

“T see,” I said. 

“Unless. of course, you prefer to resign.” 

I looked him straight in the eye and 
“This is the rottenest thing 
And I do resign 


said slowly, 
I ever heard of. as of 
right now!” 

“Very well, Miss Parker. 
is only a month and a half remaining of 
this schoo] year, I am authorized to have 


Since there 


your salary paid to you up to that time. 
And, may I add, I think you are doing 
the wise thing, Miss Parker.” 
“Wise or not,” I retorted bitterly, “ 
ever the charges are, and no matter how 


what- 


completely untrue they are, I have no way 
of clearing myself. Not when a delegation 
of prominent citizens back of it all!” 
I bounced up and stalked out of the office, 
angrier than I’d ever been in my life. 

I telephoned Myrtle as soon as I got 
home, and told her what had happened. 
Then I started packing my clothes and 
personal I knew by then 
where I was going: Home. Mother had 
passed on several years before, but Papa 
would be glad to see me. There was no 
use planning any farther. 

Myrtle came over shortly after I tele- 
phoned her. She was really outraged by 
this latest blow. But she agreed that 
maybe it was best for me to go home. 


possessions. 


She made me promise to come over for 
dinner. 

From the moment I arrived, I had the 
strange feeling that this had all happened 
before, for Beanie met me at the door, 
that huge cocktail shaker of his in his 
hands, and he was grinning, and as full 
of foolishness as always. 

“Myrt’s upstairs, Luscious One,” he in- 
“We’re going to eat out in 
the patio. Why don’t you make yourself 
useful and carry this shaker out there 


formed me. 


for me?” 


“Okay,” I said, “but it will be empty 
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when you two come out. The way I feel, 
I ought to get tight.” 

A table was set in the patio. I put the 
shaker on it, and sat on the same reclin- 
ing chair I'd occupied when last I was 
here. But this time, I remembered sadly, 
I couldn’t expect to meet another hand- 
some stranger. Nor did I want to. I lay 
back and sighed, unhappiness washing 
through me. memories awakening of how 
it had been in this very spot, where I had 
met Randy. 

I closed my eyes and tried to remem- 
ber just how it had been that other time 
when a deep. thrilling voice had remarked: 

“They said she was very beautiful, and 
sure enough, she is.” 

I sat straight up: I hadn’t imagined 
that voice, or those words! About that I 
was so, so right! For there, smiling down 
at me was Randy! Then, before I could 
move he had dropped to his knees in front 
of me. “Penny—sweetheart!” he cried, 
“can you ever forgive me? I’ve learned 
the truth—the real truth, and I deserve 
to be hung for ever having doubted that 
you were anything but what my heart 
always believed you were: A dear, clean, 
sweet girl—” 

Later, perhaps not much later, Myrt’s 
voice penetrated the cloud of joy which 
surrounded me and she was yelling, “Hey, 
you kids! Break it up! Come on now, 
break it up, I tell you. There’s a—a 
couple of men here to see ycu, Randy! 
For the love of Pete, Penny—let Randy 
loose before you choke him to death!” 

I drifted back to this mundane, wonder- 
ful world with a jolt when, as I removed 
my arms from Randy’s neck, I looked over 
his shoulder and saw two big men inter- 
estedly regarding us, with Myrt and 
Beanie looking very upset. 

“It’s the cops!” Myrt told Randy, as 
he stood up. “Boy, what have you done 
now?” 

Randy looked at the policemen and 
laughed, and they laughed, and I jumped 
up and cried, “You can’t arrest him, he 
hasn’t done anything!” 

“Hey,” Myrt demanded looking first 
at the officers and then at Randy, “What’s 
so funny around here, anyway? What is 
this, a gag?” 

“No, lady,” one of the officers said, 
“We've got to arrest him—again. We had 
to the day before yesterday, because he 
sent two guys to the hospital. Today, only 


” 


one. 
“Randy!” Myrt cried, 
do to Phil?” 
“I beat him, 


“What did you 


” 


Randy replied calmly, 


“until he told me the truth about—about 


those black lace you-know-whats, and how 
they happened to get distributed around. 
I got the whole nasty story out of him. 
He and Mayme Hunt made up. Then 
they teamed up to get even with my poor, 
precious Penny. When I heard all that 
I beat that no-good brother some more.” 

“You ready, Major?” one of the police- 
men asked. 


“Oh—please don’t arrest him!” I wailed, 
grabbing Randy’s arm as though to keep 
him where he was. 

“Oh, he’ll be out on bail in twenty min. 
utes,” the officer laughed, “so don’t you 
go gettin’ all worried, Miss.” 

While Randy was being booked on an 
assault charge, Myrtle told me that she 
had found him soon after she left me and 
told him the truth about those darned 
black lace things, and that he had called 
her a couple of hours later to tell her that 
he had made made Phil confess the whole 
affair. And when she finished, Beanie 
leered at me, and said, “Next time [ tell 
you nothing is as bad as it seems, you'll 
believe me, huh?” 

“Oh, phooey on you, Lover Boy,” I re 
plied happily as I looked at Randy and 
found him returning my gaze with a light 
like heaven shining in his eyes. “Go ped. 
dle that bit of wisdom to somebody that 
needs it. Because I don’t—not now!” 

And Randy smiled at me and said very 
softly, “Roger!” 


THE END 





Dearly Beloved 
(Continued from Page 15) 


you hurt his pride terribly when you left 
so abruptly and he probably has not re. 
covered to the point where he is likely to 
trust another woman. It is up to you to 
seek him out and ask forgiveness for leay- 
ing him five years ago. 

Even if he does take you back, he'll 
probably wonder whether you'll be home 
when he wants you. And this time, 
don’t let your family sway your opinion. 
Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I have been married for three years to 
a man who doesn’t like my child by a 
former marriage. My husband does not 
want me to keep him so the child is with 
my grandmother in Mississippi. I want 
my child but my husband says that if I 
keep him we will be through. 

He is jealous and won’t let me work 
for he thinks I will leave him and go to 
my baby. When he comes home from 
work he is always fussing about other 
men in my life. He can neither read nor 
write and doesn’t want me to write letters 
to anyone, or receive any. I don’t think | 
can stand much more of this so please tell 
me what to do. If I had some money | 
would leave home. L. M. W. 
Dear L. M. W.: 

I certainly don’t envy your position 
but since you can’t do anything without 
a certain amount of money that will be 
the first thing for you to acquire. Answer 
some of the “Help Wanted” ads in your 
newspaper or advertise your services as 4 
baby sitter in your own home. 

Remember that you are a grown woman 
and tell your husband that you intend to 
work. After all, you are not in bondage. 
If he won’t agree to letting you get oul 
and work, then strike out on your own. 
Get enough money together and go 
Mississippi and take care of your baby. 





cit} 


the 
ing. 
to | 
to « 
to | 


twei 
mor 
wha 
busi 
with 
Teco 
toge 


runr 
dow! 
terta 
the 
reer, 
ever 
and 

my « 


have 
was | 
were 
the s 
that’s 
ney | 

Jol 
while 
decor 
differ 
eatins 
folks 
who ji 
of Cr 

He’ 
weigh 
he pu 
down 
was ¥ 

Bas 


churcl 


* * 


‘iled, 
keep 


min- 
you 


n an 
she 
and 
rned 
alled 
that 
yhole 
-anie 
tell 


‘ou'll 


I re. 
and 
light 
ped- 
that 


very 


END 


| left 
it re 
ly to 
yu to 
leay- 


he'll 
nome 
time, 
nion, 


rs to 
by a 
» not 
with 
want 


if | 


work 
x0 to 
from 
other 
| nor 
tters 
ink | 
> tell 
ey I 


[. W. 


sition 
thout 
ll be 
swe? 
your 

as a 


yman 
id to 
dage. 
t out 
own. 
oO to 


baby. 





Can 
Showgirls 
Settle 
Down? ‘ 2 
(Continued from Page 27) 


city, then return to the hotel for a nap. 

After that, Johnny is ready to leave for 
the club where he happens to be appear- 
ing. He gets there early and sends a car 
to pick me up; after the show we’re ready 
to do a couple of the local spots and then 
to bed. 

When we’re home in New York be- 
tween dates, we leave the apartment every 
morning and “go into the turf” to see 
what’s happening. It’s just like going to 
business. Johnny has his appointments 
with the record company, or maybe a full 
recording session; he also is busy getting 
together the special material he uses. 

Meanwhile, I’m window shopping or 
running errands. We meet for lunch 
downtown, often with someone in the en- 
tertainment world. I don’t handle any of 
the business details of my husband’s ca- 
reer, but I’m always on hand to do what- 
ever he asks. He picks his own music 
and often will bring a song home and get 
my opinion of it. 

There have been times when we both 
have rejected a song because the melody 
was nothing special or because the lyrics 
were corny, only to discover later that 
the song has become a big hit. I guess 
that’s unavoidable, especially since John- 
ney has to really feel a song to do it well. 

Johnny’s hobby is collecting silverware, 
while I go for Chinese jade and Chinese 
decor in the apartment. We are from 
different sections of the country and our 
eating habits naturally differ. Johnny’s 
folks are from New Orleans and Johnny, 
who is an artist in the kitchen, cooks lots 
of Creole food with plenty of seasoning. 

He’s an expert on salads, and when my 
weight began to climb a short time ago, 
he put me on a diet that brought me 
down to within a few pounds of what it 
was when I was in show business. 

Basically, we’re both religious and go to 
church as often as possible. On the night- 





stand next to our bed is a Bible, and it’s 
there for more than My mother 
a deeply religious woman who lives in 
Baltimore, has an abiding faith in John- 
ny’s eventual success. She encourages me 
and I encourage him. 

We are not bothered by “in-law trou- 
ble’—Johnny’s folks like me and mine 
adore him—and both our families have 
given us moral support during those rough 
times that come at one time or another to 
nearly anybody in show business. So we 
both feel that now that things are moving 
forward and we can be confident of the fu- 
ture, our families can share our good 
fortune. 

Would I go back into show business if 
I had the chance? Well. I’ve always had 
a soft spot in my heart for show business 
and show people, and when Johnny goes 


show. 


over with a big bang—as he’s bound to— 
it might be fun to try some kind of 
Mr. and Mrs. Act. Having worked with 
stars like Billy Eckstine, Duke Ellington, 
Nat Cole and Count Basie, I find that the 
lure of the stage can be pretty powerful. 

Before I retired, went into interpretive 
dancing and had a brief fling on Broad- 
way in a play that had a short run. If a 
nice fat TV part came along or some mod- 
eling for ads, I'd grab it, with Johnny’s 
full approval. 

But we agreed before our marriage that 
it just wouldn’t work out if we both had 
careers and were frequently being sepa- 
rated by conflicting engagements—a con- 
stant threat to the relationship of any 
couple in show business. We decided that 
one person in the family in show business 
was enough, and it’s turned out that I’ve 
been able to help Johnny more as it is 
than if I were trying to build my own 
career at the same time. 

I firmly believe that anyone in show 
business needs someone behind him to 
help him get to the top. With that goal 
in sight, I would do nothing to change an 
arrangement that has worked out so beau- 
tifully these five wonderful years. 

Yes, I suppose I could be in show busi- 
ness now, making big money and thrilling 
to the applause of the crowd, but I gave 
up those ambitions when I met Johnny. 
I've settled down—and those butterflies 
fluttering in the pit of my 


END 
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Straying 
Husband 


(Continued from Page 34) 





ways something to keep us home. 

Result: I began to invent excuses to 
stay out late. At first, I kept within 
bounds. Generally, I went up to the Hide- 
away Club, a nitery in Pine Falls about 
ten miles above the Village in the moun- 
tains. I gambled a little, drank a little. 
The Hideaway had girls and rooms up- 
stairs, but I never did go up until Mrs. 
Cynthia Gardner walked into my office 
one snowy afternoon in January. 

Mrs. Gardner had all of it, with plenty 
to spare. Slender, graceful, with magnifi- 
cent long legs, flashing teeth and sultry 
intriguing eyes. Inside her open mink 
coat were abundant curves. At lunch, 
Jean had given me a very nasty dressing 
down about bills and staying out, so I 
was ready for a little prowling. 


OFFERED Mrs. Gardner a cigarette; 

lighted it for her. She blew out a thin 
stream of smoke and looked me over care- 
fully. So carefully that my face got warm. 
I felt like a stallion on exhibition at a 
horse show. 

I sat down, asked her what I could do 
for her. 

Her eyes told me I could do a lot. She 
said, “Mr. Hamilton, my husband and I 
are looking for a new home. We live in 
New Orleans, but Charles—my husband 
—has had a nervous breakdown. And just 
lately, he’s developed an annoying cough. 
His doctor has suggested a higher climate. 
I like what I’ve seen of Armond, so if we 
can find what we want...” 

I said, “I think we can find you a suit- 
able home.” I began to tell her about 
Dunbar Village, but she stopped me. 

“No, we don’t want anything in the 
city. My husband has a stock farm and 
commission house just out of New Or- 
leans. Cattle are his life. So we want a 
small ranch where he can breed a limited 
number of blooded cattle.” 

That put a different face on the matter. 
I said, “Is your husband with you?” 

“No, he had to finish up some business. 
He’s coming in on the train tomorrow.” 

I liked that. Her husband wouldn’t be 
underfoot, and if I worked it right, I 
might parlay this deal into a dinner en- 
gagement this evening. I studied for a 
moment. I said, “We have two places 
listed up beyond Pine Falls. Both are 
small, but the grass is good. Adequate to 
support a small herd of cattle.” 

She smiled. “That’s what Charles 
wants. Something small with good grass. 
But what about the houses? I’m more 
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interested in a house than I am in grass.” 


I could understand that. “Well, on one 
place you’d have to build from scratch, 
Nothing but an old shell there. But the 
other, the Dyke ranch, has a fine old ram. 
bling adobe. It’s been badly neglected, 
but a little work will make it good as 
new. I tell you what. Let’s drive up, look 
them over.” 

She shivered beautifully. “In _ this 
snow?” 

I laughed. “We have so much snow 
along now that we think no more of it 
than you do the rain in New Orleans.” 

“Well, if you insist. But wouldn’t it be 
perfectly awful if we got stranded in a 
snowstorm?” Her eyes said that it would 
be perfectly wonderful. 

We weren’t two miles out of town until 
we decided to discard the Mrs. Gardner 
and Mr. Hamilton formality and call each 
other Cynthia and Syd. Huge flakes of 
snow rushed at us, but it was snug and 
intimate in the car. 

About six miles out, however, the feath- 
ery snow became a sleet-riddled blizzard, 
The windshield wipers turned sluggishly, 
Cynthia snuggled over against me, put 
her hand on my knee. She said, “Are 
you sure this is like rain in New Or. 
leans?” 

I grinned. “Don’t worry. It'll let up 
after a bit.” But I was worried myself; 
the visibility was down to about thirty 
feet. After a mile or two, though, it did 
slacken up, but the sky stayed low and 
leaden. 

We passed the entrance to the Hideaway 
Club, entered the toy village of Pine Falls. 
At the general store, a highway flagman 
stepped out, stopped us. I rolled the win- 
dow down. 

He said, “If you’re going up the can- 
yon, better turn around. We’re closing the 
road.” 

I thanked him and turned around. Cyn- 
thia laughed. “So it’s like rain in New 
Orleans.” 

“All right, rub it in. But while you're 
at it, how about a drink? There’s a bar 
right down the road.” 

She stretched like a gorgeous cat. “A 
drink? Hmmmm. Sounds divine. Let’s 
find it.” 

The Hideaway was a two-story log struc: 
ture that had originally been a summer 
mountain home. Jock Cossetti, a dark 
squatty man, let us in. The warm air, 
fragrant with the sharp odor of pine, 
touched us like a soft furry blanket. Cos 
setti led us to a booth in a dimly lighted 
corner and took our order. 

Cynthia looked around at the paneled 
walls and huge stone fireplaces. She said, 
“This is nice. That bar and mirror are 
positively terrific. If we buy here, I'm 
going to have them copied for our house.” 

“That bar and mirror,” I told her, “were 
moved down from an old ghost town 
saloon. If you hunt around, you might 
find an original for yourself.” 

Cynthia’s eyes turned sultry. “I'd like 
to go hunting, if you'll go with me.” 
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I said, “I’m always available for hunt- 
ing. And if you buy the Dyke place, you'll 
have plenty of room for a bar.” 

“You sell it to me, Sid. And Ill buy. 
[ll buy anything from you.” 

My clothes were suddenly too tight. She 
wasn’t talking about buying real estate. 
I said, “What about your husband? What 
if he doesn’t like it here?” 

Cynthia laughed. “Charles will buy what 
] want.” 

So it was like that. Well, that suited 
me. Cynthia looked like a lot of money. 
If I sold the Dyke place, I could pay 
those bills Jean had been nagging about, 
get on my feet again. I'd have this last 
little prowl with Cynthia, then straighten 
up for keeps. Her husband would be in 
tomorrow; that would halt any possobility 
of Cynthia and me getting on dangerous 
ground. 

We sat talking, drinking. Waves of 
snow rushed at the windows like bursted 
pillows of down, and Cynthia wove a web 
of unquenchable desire about me. I was 
already on dangerous ground, but I didn’t 
know it. 

Cynthia seemed a bit reluctant to talk 
about her past. She said, “Let’s not talk 
about me, Sid. Let’s talk about you. How 
long have you been in real estate?” 

I told her all about Dunbar Village, 
and the way I told it, I had practically 
planned, developed and financed the en- 
tire project singlehanded. 

She said, “Sid, you are clever! You’ve 
done well, but not well enough for you. 
Not as brilliant as you are. You and I 
could hit the top together. I could do a 
lot for you. Entertain, give you social 


contacts. Why don’t we give it a try, 
Sid?” 
“Well, it’s an idea,” I said vaguely. For 


a moment, I’d thought she was kidding. 
But I saw the look in her half-closed eyes, 
realized she was serious. I felt a twinge 
of distaste. It salved my ego vastly to 
know she appreciated my capabilities, but 
I didn’t intend to let my ego lead me 
into an open fire. Or so I thought. 

I suggested we dance. Another mistake. 
I took her in my arms, and the melting 
warmth of her became a part of me. She 
was pure rapture, and the afternoon evap- 
orated like magic. 

I didn’t realize how late it was until 
Cossetti brought fresh drinks and said, 
“How about dinner? It’s steak tonight.” 

I looked at Cynthia. She said, ““A me- 
dium-rare sirloin would be nice.” 


I nodded to Cossetti that the same 
would suit me. 
When he’d gone, Cynthia said, “Don’t 


you have to call your wife?” 

I shook my head. “She never looks for 
me till she sees me. I often get tied up 
late with clients.” 

But suddenly I didn’t feel so good. Jean 
would have dinner ready; she and Danny 
would be waiting, watching out of the 
front window for me to turn in. I felt like 


adog. Then I looked at Cynthia, read 


the invitation and promise in her be- 
witching eyes. I forgot about Jean and 
Danny. 

When Cossetti served our dinner, he 
told us we’d have to wait until after mid- 
night to go back to town. The highway 
the snowplows wouldn't start 
I think 
upstairs 
gave 


was closed; 
till midnight. 
Cynthia and I would have gone 
to a private But the 
my conscience a left-handed alibi. 

It was three o’clock when we 
back. All the enchantment 
Cynthia snuggled against me, 
interested. All I wanted was to get home. 

Cynthia said, “What’s wrong, lover boy? 
Lost your manhood, or something?” 

“Nope. I was just thinking about the 
hangover Ill have when I wake up.” 

Cynthia was still a little drunk. She 
said, “You come to see Cynthia. Cynthia’ll 
cure your hangover, 

I shuddered. I didn’t want to ever see 
the woman again. In town, I let her out 
at the Palace Motel where she was stay- 
ing. She said, “How about coming in? 
Having one for the road?” 

“Not this time. Thanks.” I got 
from there. 

At home I found the door to my and 
Jean’s room closed. I tried the knob; 
was locked. I wanted to break it down, 
tell Jean how I was. Then I de- 
cided it was mostly her fault that I'd gone 
out anyway. To hell with it. I went to 
the guest room, turned on the light, and 
got shocked into complete sobriety. My 
pajamas were laid out; my clothes were 
in the closet. Jean had moved me out of 


Snow or no snow. 


room. snow 
started 
was gone. 
but I wasn’t 


precious.” 


away 


SOrry 


our room. Dear God, dear God, what had 
done? 
At breakfast, I realized there was no 


point in trying to make up with Jean. 
Her lovely face was cold and set. 

Danny, big-eyed and eager, said, 
dy, mommie cried last night. Her cried 
because you didn’t come home. How come 
you didn’t come home, daddy?” 

Jean said, “Danny, eat your breakfast!” 

“But, mommie, you did cry. And you 
moved daddy’s things to the guest room.” 
He looked at me. “Daddy, why aren’t you 
going to stay in mommie’s some 
more?” 

I gulped some coffee and blew. I could 
have walked under the table without bend- 
ing my knees. Well, I’d try to make this 
Dyke sale, then I’d drop Cynthia perma- 
nently. I’d never look at her or any other 
woman again as long as I lived. 


“Dad- 


room 


(; NTHIA CALLED at ten. I fought it, 


but her smoky voice stirred me. She 
said, “Sid, I dreamed about you. Did you 
dream about me? Hmmmm? Listen, 


Charles will be in on the noon train. Can 
you take us out to the Dyke place this 
afternoon?” 

I said I thought the road would be 
open and would pick them up around two. 
Cynthia said that would be fine. 


The sun was out; a chinook blew down, 
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and by two o'clock, the snow was swiftly 
disappearing. 

Charles Gardner was a thin nervous 
man, not a day under sixty. He wore 
beautifully tailored clothes, tried unsuc- 
cessfully to strike the pose of a gay young 
blade. I could understand why Cynthia 
went prowling. Gardner might satisfy her 
material needs, but physically—never. 
And he adored her; it was in his eyes, in 
his voice. 

The house on the Dyke place wasn’t 
very appealing at first sight. Inside, it 
was like a dust-laden cold storage vault. 
The Gardners, however, went over it care- 
fully. Cynthia crowed like a happy child 
over the large fireplaces, the spacious 
rooms, and the hand-carved oak doors. 

She said, “Charles, let’s take it. Please 
let’s do!” 

His eyes caressed her. He said, “Well, 
it does have possibilities. We'll see. We'll 
talk it over.” 

Gardner and I left Cynthia in my car, 
got the pickup from the caretaker, and 
drove pretty well over the range. I could 
tell Gardner was sizing it up, liking what 
he saw. already making plans. I figured 
the deal was in the bag. 

When I got back to the office, my desk 
was stacked with work. I couldn’t concen- 
trate. Cynthia was a solid torment in me. 
I had to get her out of my system. But 
how? How does a man erase the blinding 
rapture of a woman? It was past dinner 
when I got home. Danny was in bed; 
Jean was watching TV. I looked at her 
fresh clean loveliness and wondered how 
I'd ever been even remotely interested in 
a woman like Cynthia Gardner. 

“Hello, stranger,” Jean said coolly. 

I put up my hat and coat, went to her. 
I said, “Jean, I know I’ve been a sorry 
so-and-so. But let me come back to our 
room, -and I'll straighten up for keeps. 
I promise I will.” 

There was a twisted hurt look in her 
fine eyes. “It’s no good, Sid. You’ve prom- 
ised again and again. Yet, you keep go- 
ing out. I’ve had enough this time. I 
cannot, I will not share you with every 
trollop in town!” 

“Jean, wait. I love you, I swear I do! 
And if you love me, surely you can for- 
give me. Surely you can...” 

“Sid, it isn’t a matter of forgiveness. 
It’s—well, this last year, you’ve become 
a different person. Success has gone to 
your head; you’re bloated with it. All 
you want to do is spend money, show off, 
and—and satisfy your animal appetites!” 

She jerked up out of the chair, her ex- 
quisite face rigid. Tears like sick rain- 
drops glistened on her cheeks. She 
marched out and into her room. I heard 
the key turn. 

Two days later, Charles Gardner came 
to my office and closed the deal on the 
Dyke place. Thereafter, I tried to avoid 
Cynthia, but she found excuses to call, 
come by my office. She wanted advice 
about decorators, landscapers, all that. 

Once she called, asked me to go with 


her the next day on a ghost town tour to 
hunt for a bar and mirror. I hesitated; | 
knew I was flirting with arson again. And 
just lately, Jean had thawed out a little, 
although I was still on probation in the 
guest room. But I couldn't resist the 
smoky invitation in Cynthia’s voice. I said 
I'd go. 

The next morning, however, Charles 
Gardner called. He said, “Hamilton, | 
understand you’ve agreed to take my wife 
antique hunting. I appreciate your kind- 
ness, but we don’t wish to impose. So 
I'll take her.” 

“No imposition at all,” I told him. 

“Possibly not, but I'll take her.” And 
he hung up. 

My face was hot. The nerve of the old 
creep! Then I laughed. Gardner was 
jealous of me. Well, well. 

After that, Cynthia didn’t call so often. 
I was glad in a way; yet, I missed her 
calls, missed the lift they gave me. 

Sometime later, I went home one night 
to find Jean all excited. She said, “You 
know those rich people who bought the 
Dyke place The Gardners? Well, we got 
an engraved invitation today to their 
housewarming Saturday night.” 

I took a deep breath. 

Jean said, “What’s wrong? I thought 
you'd be pleased.” 

“Oh, I am.” I didn’t like the idea of 
Jean meeting Cynthia, though Jean didn’t 
know about Cynthia and me. I said, “It’s 
just that there'll be a lot of drinking, and 
I'm trying to lay off lately.” I grinned. 
“For obvious reasons as you know.” 

She reached up, patted my cheek. “T’ll 
see that you stay sober, sweetie puss. And 
Sid, may I have a new dress?” 

“Why, sure. Shoot the works.” 

Saturday night, we left Danny with 
Jean’s folks, and went up to the Gard- 
ners. It was good to be out with Jean 
again. The Gardners had really poured 
money into renovating the house; it was 
superbly luxurious. 

Cynthia and Charles were extremely 
gracious to Jean. I thought Cynthia over- 
did it. She said, “Mrs. Hamilton, I've 
looked forward so much to meeting you. 
Mr. Hamilton has been so kind, helping 
us get our house liveable.” Too much 
syrup. 

It was quite a party, and of all the 
women, I really thought Jean was the love- 
liest. I was proud of her. 

I noticed Cynthia had found a bar and 
Small, but good. I didn’t drink 
much. I was afraid I'd make a slip, show 
too much interest in Cynthia, and Jean 
would get wise. And I was badly con- 
fused. 

Here I had them together. Jean and 
Cynthia. I looked ai Jean, marveled at 
the sweet loveliness of her; knew in my 
heart she was the real thing. Yet, Cyn 
thia had that intriguing something which 
tormented me, wouldn’t let me alone. 

At midnight, Cynthia came to me. She 
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said: “ Don’t you know you should dance 
at least once with your hostess?” 

I confessed that I did, took her in my 
arms. I recalled how the warmth of her 
had melted into me at the Hideaway, and 
tried to keep this dance decent. I wasn’t 


yery successful. 

She said, “Sid. your wife’s a pretty little 
thing, but haven’t you outgrown her? 
You're too clever to stay in a rut. You 
need more background to expand. Isn’t 


that true, Sid?” 

“Could be,” I said. Maybe Cynthia was 
right. Maybe I had outgrown Jean. That 
might be what was wrong with us. And 
I knew I was a two-headed liar. 

“Why don’t we get together next week?” 
Cynthia said. “Talk it over? And Sid, 
it’s been so long. How about it?” 

The music stopped. It was just as well. 
I didn’t have to agree on a date, and 
Charles Gardner was standing in the door, 
watching us. I didn’t like what I saw in 
his canny eyes. 

The party broke up around two. Going 
home, Jean said, “It was a nice party, but 
you know what? There’s something phony 
about Cynthia Gardner.” 

“Kitty, kitty. Shame on 

“Well, there is. Mary 
went to the powder room, and we heard 
Cynthia giving one of the maids whatfor 
for spilling something. Cynthia’s voice 
was coarse and awful. She sounded like 
a streetwalker. And Ill bet she married 
Mr. Gardner for his money.” 

I let it ride; I couldn’t afford to take 
sides. 

Cynthia called more often after that, 
and I would have taken a chance, met her 
occasionally, but a storm of work came 
up. 

Mr. Dunbar called me in on Monday 
after the party. He said a railroad had 
bought a right-of-way for a spur through 
the old colored quarters. Residents on the 
right-of-way had a limited time to vacate, 
so Mr. Dunbar was opening another hous- 
ing area in Dunbar Village. 

He said, “It'll be a big thing, Sid. And 
I want you to dig in, now. Show me your 
stuff.” 

I told him I would. And the extra work 
gave me an excuse to stay away from 
Cynthia. I went to the office early; I left 
late. I lost weight. Jean was so concerned 
about me, I think she was about to take 
me back. But I muffed it again. One 
afternoon when I had things in hand, at 
least where I could breathe again, Cynthia 
called. 

She said: “Sid, can you come out right 
Please 


you, Jean.” 
Harvey and I 


away? I must see you at once! 
don’t let me down this time!” 

There was such desperate urgency in 
her voice that I cleared my desk quickly 
and drove up. I skidded into the drive, 
stopped and ran to the door. Cynthia, in 
a transparent white nylon 
opened the door. 

“What’s wrong?” I demanded. “What’s 
the matter?” 


housecoat, 


She blew smoke in my face. “Nothing. 
I just wanted to see you. You've been 
terribly unavailable lately. Charles left 
for New Orleans this morning, and I 
thought we-ought to have a small get- 
together.” 

I didn’t say anything. Cynthia was like 
that. She’d get what she wanted one way 
or another. Besides, I'd been working 
hard, I needed some relaxation. I followed 
her into the living room. She said, “You'll 
have to tend bar. I let the help go.” 

I looked at her slantwise; wondered 
how long she'd had _ this 
planned. She was after me in dead earn- 


rendezvous 


est. And after two drinks, I didn’t much 

care. 

WE PLAYED SOME records and 
danced. We moved as one. It was 


great to relax, let go again. I mixed fresh 
drinks, took them over to the coffee table 
in front of the couch. 

Cynthia sipped her drink. She said, 
“Sid, we belong together. Let’s get our 
divorces. I can get a big settlement from 
Charles. I don’t like this slipping around.” 

I choked on my drink. Divorce? Di- 
vorce Jean and Danny; never have them 
meet me at the door again? 
ing around with Cynthia was fun; I liked 
the lift she gave me. I liked a lot of other 
things about her. But the idea of divorce 
left me cold. I suddenly wanted to laugh. 
I didn’t. 

I looked at Cynthia. I could see she 
loved me; she really did in her own self- 
ish possessive way. I didn’t want to hurt 
her. I tried to let her have it easy. 

I said, “Baby, I go for you. You know 
it. If we'd met years ago, things might 
be different. But I have a son. Besides, 
Jean wouldn’t give me a divorce.” 

Something flinched behind those sultry 
brooding eyes. She said, “But you do 
love me? You do want me?” 

“Yes, you know it. But as I said, my 
hands are tied.” 

Her eyes narrowed; she sat tapping her 
cigarette on the tray. Finally, she said, 
“What if Jean caught you flat-footed? 
Wouldn’t she divorce you then?” 

“Well, I suppose There was no 
supposing about it. Jean would file suit 
in a second, but I intended to make cer- 
tain Jean never caught me flat-footed. 

Cynthia stretched, looked up at me 
lazily. “All right, Sid. We can’t legalize 
it, but can’t we have this one last evening 
together?” 

I said I thought so. I figured I owed her 
that. But I had to feed my conscience a 
lot of drinks to persuade it that I owed 
her this last evening. 


” 
so. 


When I woke up, dawn was breaking. 
I got out of there, headed for home. I 
walked in the house as Jean and Danny 
were sitting down to breakfast. I got ex- 
A sixty below 
put on 


actly what I expected. 
freeze-out. I shaved, 
fresh clothes and went to the office. Jean 
would never unlock her door now. 

I worked like a rookie in the salt mines 


showered, 
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after that. And oddly enough, Cynthia 
didn’t call me. I'd expected trouble from 
her, but as the days became weeks, I be- 
gan to breathe easily again. Well, why 
not? Cynthia had had her last time; she 
knew the situation was hopeless, was go- 
ing to drop it gracefully. The only flaw 
in that theory was that I had underesti- 
mated Cynthia. 

Out of the clear. she called one after- 
noon. Her voice however, was very cool, 
impersonal. “Sid. this is Charles’ birth- 
day. I’ve planned a surprise stag party 
for him tonight. I think he’d like for you 
to come.” 

I could tell by her tone that our affair 
no longer meant anything to her. It 
would be little less than rude to decline. 
Then too, Charles Gardner had been in- 
vesting heavily in real estate lately. I 
couldn’t afford to offend him. I told Cyn- 
thia I'd be there. 

I called the drug store, ordered a box 
of Gardner’s favorite cigars. Work piled 
up. An after-hour client came in to see 
about financing a home. It was late when 
I finished. Too late to go home and 
change. I thought of calling Jean, but 
we'd hardly spoken since that last night 
I’d been out. And certainly there was no 
harm in my going to a stag party. 

I cleaned up in my office lavatory, took 
the cigars, and left. I was vaguely sur- 
prised when I pulled in the Gardner drive. 
There were no cars except Cynthia’s fish- 
tail. However, lights were on all over the 
house. Cynthia hadn’t mentioned any 
special time. I was just early. 

Cynthia, in another misty housecoat, let 
me in. 

“Where’s the party?” I 
harshly. I was tired; I was fed up with 
being shoved around. I got nothing but 
frost at home; I’d let Cynthia sucker me 
into compromising deals. I was sick of 
the whole mess. 

Cynthia’s smug little smile evaporated. 
She fell on me, sobbing wildly. “Sid, I 
just had to see you. Forgive me for lying 
to you. But I just had to see you one 
more time!” 

One more time. I was always asking 
Jean to try me one more time. Now, Cyn- 
thia was giving me the same line. Well, 
Cynthia and I were two of a kind, a couple 
of sorry round-heels. I was too tired, too 
disgusted to argue. 

I said, “Now, now. Take 

Cynthia lifted her face. 
mad, Sid?” 

I sighed wearily. “No, I’m not mad.” 
I didn’t ask about the servants; I knew 
they’d been let off. But as I mixed a pair 
of drinks, I did ask about Charles. 

“Oh, he had to go to New Orleans 
again.” 

So much for Charles. We started some 
records, went to the couch. I should have 


demanded 


it easy.” 


“You're not 


known something was afoot, but old Sid, 
the wonder boy, didn’t notice anything 
except Cynthia seemed edgy, kept looking 
at the clock over the bar. And after 














































































several drinks, I didn’t even notice that. 

Cynthia moved over to me. No sparks 
flew. I could have yelled. / was free, 
Somewhere along the line [’d lost my 
urge for her. She moved still closer, 
reached up her arms, and fitted her 
parted lips on mine. As she did, a chilled 


voice said, “All right! Stand up! So I 
can kill you decently.” 
We jerked apart. Charles Gardner 


stood in the door with a gun in his hand, 
He meant to kill us; it was there in his 
eyes. 

Cynthia sprang up, pulling her house. 
coat together. “Charles! Where ... ] 
thought you’d gone to...” 

“Yes. my dear, you thought I'd gone, 
3ut I knew you were up to something 
again. I came back, I wanted to catch 
you. I sold out in New Orleans to keep 
you from ruining any more homes there, 
I brought you here to give you one last 
chance to become decent. But it’s not 
in you. You're nothing but a slut!” Tears 
rolled down his wrinkled cheeks. “I 
loved you, I would have... 

He stopped abruptly to stare at the 
patio door. It was opening slowly, and 
then Jean stepped in, her face a mask of 
shame and shock. 

Well, well, so here we were, a nice big 
family reunion. Dear God, I hope he kills 
all of us but Jean. Back in my muddled 
mind, I wanted Jean to stay alive to take 
care of Danny. A fine time to be thinking 
of that now. Then suddenly. I got it. 
The last time I was here, Cynthia had 
asked if Jean would divorce me if. she 
caught me flat-footed. Somehow, Cynthia 
had lured Jean out here; Cynthia had 
meant for Jean to catch us. Only Cynthia 
hadn’t planned on Charles. Clever Cyn- 
thia had slipped up there. 

Charles was confused, too. He hadn't 
planned on Jean. I began to edge around 
the coffee table. 

“Stay where you are!” he said. “I want 
to kill you together.” But he wasn’t very 
sure of himself. 

I kept moving. I said, “Go on, shoot. 
You can’t kill but one of us at a time. Go 


” 


” 


on, get it over 

The gun wavered back and forth. On 
Cynthia, then on me. He was a sick old 
man. Too old, to sick for this. The next 
time the gun came my way, I lunged. 
There was a violent explosion, something 
tugged at my arm. I kept going, got hold 
of his arm, twisted the gun loose. 

He fell to the floor, sobbing like a hurt. 
lonely child in the night. I reached dows, 
helped him to his feet. 

Cynthia recovered swiftly. She said. 
“Nice work, Sid darling. And now, hadn't 
we better tell Jean about us?” 

I felt sick to my stomach. “We don't 
have anything to tell Jean. She’s seen i! 
all. And I’ve seen all of you I want te 
see.” I turned to Jean. I said, “Let’s gt 
out of here.” My arm was solid hell. My 


blood. The 










clothes were soaked with 
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bullet had cut much deeper than Id 
realized. 

We went out, got in Jean’s car. Id 
send someone for mine tomorrow. Jean 
turned around, started home. I didn’t 
say anything; there wasn’t anything to 
say. Somewhere between Pine Falls and 
Armond, I passed out. I woke up on a 
table, and Dr. Cameron, our family doc- 
tor, was fixing my arm. 

When he’d finished, I sat up. The white 
room turned somersaults; finally straight- 
ened out. 

He said: “Easy, Sid. You’ve lost a lot 
of blood.” 

“I'm all right. I just want to go home.’ 

He shook his head. “I’m sorry, Sid, but 
[ll have to report this to the police.” 
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LOOKED AT Jean. Her face was rigid. 

She refused to meet my gaze. I said, 
“Doctor, please forget it. Think of my wife 
and son. I don’t mind for myself, but I 
do for them. And I wasn’t serious about 
this woman. I just .. .” 

“Not serious!” His voice was pure acid. 
“You were serious enough to make her 
husband try to kill you. Attempted mur- 
der is very serious, young man. And you 
should have thought of your wife and 
son before you got mixed up in it. No, 
I'll have to call the police.” He stepped 
to the phone. 

“Wait! Please wait!” I was groggy, I 
couldn’t think fast, but I thought of some- 
thing. “Look, doctor. If Mr. Dunbar will 


stand good for me; if he'll guarantee I 
won’t get mixed up in another mess like 


this, will you forget the cops? Let it 
ride?” 

He looked at Jean; he studied a bit. He 
said, “Fred Dunbar won’t do a thing but 
kick you out, Sid.” 

“It won’t hurt to try. Call him. See 
what he says.” My voice was very far 
away. I passed out again. 

When I came to, Mr. Dunbar was there. 
His hair was on end; purple-striped paja- 
mas showed under his overcoat. 

“So you’re awake, eh?” he said, and 
then he let me have it for five minutes 
straight without repeating himself. He 
turned to Jean. “Please excuse me, my 
dear, but Sid had it coming.” 

Mr. Dunbar looked at me. “Sid, I’ve 
talked Doc into letting this go. I hope 
you realize what he’s doing for you. He 
could have his license snatched. And I’m 
giving you one more chance because of 
your wife. Only understand this. The 
very first time you slip up again, out you 
g0 on your backsides!” 

That was two months ago. The Gard- 
ners had sold out and left. Things at our 
house had gradually returned to normal, 
but I was still sleeping in the guest room. 
I didn’t know when, if ever, Jean was 
going to take me back. All I knew for 
Sure was she had become infinitely moie 
dear to me, more desirable. Some nights 
I wanted her so, needed her so that it was 
unbearable. 


One afternoon I had my desk cleaned 
up, but I sat on till dark, thinking about 
Jean, dreading to go home because I 
wanted her so, and couldn’t have her. It 
was torture to be around her. I consid- 
ered tying on one. A binge might ease the 
tension in me. Then I recalled today was 
my birthday; Jean would have a special 
dinner fixed for me. So I went home. 

Jean and Danny met me at the door. 
Danny rushed me, gave me a football 
tackle hug, and Jean gave me the nearest 
thing to a real kiss that I'd had in 
months. 

Danny raced out, returned with a gift 
wrapped package. “Here’s my present, 
daddy. Open it quick. See if you like it.” 

I opened it. It was a white silk dressing 





gown. A handsome thing. I knew Jean 
had picked it out. 

I looked at Danny. I said, “It’s swele- 
gant, fellow. It’s super perfect.” 

Danny danced around. “But daddy, 
that’s not all. Mommie gave you a bigger 
present. Mommie moved your things back 
to her room today. Gee, daddy, aren't 
you glad?” 

I looked over his head at Jean. It was 
there in her soft fine eyes. She wanted 
me back. I moved around Danny, went 
after her. 

“Sid, don’t!” she cried. “Not like that 
in front of Danny!” 

But I did. I kissed her eyes, her throat, 
her lips. Believe me, I meant for my 
things to stay in our room this time. 


THE END 





How He Proposed 
(Continued from Page 7) 
flower girl in the Rhumboogie club when 
he walked in one night and reminded me 
that we had met on the West Coast. 

Then he started his silent, shy cam- 
paign again. Almost every night, he 
would come into the club and buy flowers 
from me for myself. Then, I guess his 
nerve got stronger because he became 
more possessive and forward. He was al- 
ways very determined after that. 

I knew that we were building a very 
strong and rich friendship, but the way 
he asked me to marry kim was so unex- 
pected and amusing, I just laughed when 
he did it. 

We were standing on South Park in 
1944 watching an Elks’ parade along with 
Pete Johnson and his wife. Joe and Pete 
were admiring the pretty girls in the pa- 
rade, when Joe suddenly started wringing 
his hands the way he always seems to be 
doing and said, “I think I’m gonna get 
me a wife.” Then he turned to me and 
asked, “Will you marry me?” 

Now that I think back, I realize I was 
laughing at the way he was doing his 
hands—really. I was the most thrilled 
woman in the world but I didn’t know ex- 
actly how I should behave out there on 
the street after such an important ques- 
tion. 

A month later in September, while he 
was playing an engagement in Detroit, 
Joe sent me an engagement ring. 

For the next couple of months, Joe 
called me regularly every week, until one 
night he called from Washington waere 
he was singing and asked me to come 
there so we could be married. When I 
didn’t seem enthusiastic about the idea, 
he quickly said, “Well, I'll come to Chi- 
cago!” And he did. 

We were married on November 9, 1944, 
at Metropolitan Community Church. Rev. 
Joseph Evans performed the ceremony. 

We have been married nine years 
now and Joe is even more kind and con- 
siderate than he was when he was court- 
ing me. As the years go on and I keep 
preparing his favorite Spanish food 


dishes which I love to cook, he seems to 
calm down more and more and do more 
things to keep me happy and comfortable. 

We have recently bought a home in the 
Wakeford section of Chicago and I have 
had the fun of doing my own decorating. 
I like red and colonial green. Joe likes 
them too and we have used them a lot in 
our color scheme. 

Sometimes when Joe is on the road 
some of my new acquaintances ask me 
how we get along so well when he makes 
our living singing the blues and I am 
such an ardent worker in my church. I 
am a member of Woodlawn AME Church, 
which I attend every Sunday morning. 

I used to travel with him, but I stopped 
a few years ago because of so many high- 
way accidents. Joe sometimes seems to 
have an accident once every month and 
he is on the road over half of the year. 
Why, his car once ran right into the Gulf 
of Mexico down near Biloxi, Miss.! 

Now? I just stay at home and manage 
Joe’s business affairs. And I pray every 
day that he will not have any more bad 
accidents. So far, my prayers have been 
answered and when Joe comes home we 
are busy almost every minute as I help 
him with new songs and he helps me 
with the house work and putters around in 
the yard. 

In a few months, we are planning a big 
tenth anniversary celebration and while I 
honestly don’t know what Joe will do the 
night before, I'm going to get down on 
my knees and thank God for talkative 
Wynonie Harris who made me appreciate 
all the blissful years behind us and all 
Joe’s quietness; that 1944 Elks’ parade; 
those I know are ahead of us. END 





Teen Talk 


(Continued from Page 14) 


moral code, resist the pressure of going 
along with the gang and is given the right 
type of parental supervision, she can be 
trusted. And at a time like this when 
juvenile delinquency is rampant, this sort 
of teen-ager will be a shining example in 
any community. 
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I Couldn’t 
Give Up 
My Sin 


(Continued from Page 31) 


grave air. But he was everything Cutie 
had described. Good company, easy to get 
to know. Mentally kicking myself for 
my ingratitude, I kidded myself. What 
did I expect? Gable? 

The boys had a flask of scotch. Good 
idea to get warmed up a little before start- 
ing out. they advised. We readily agreed. 
We sat around for a few minutes, drink- 
ing highballs. I wasn’t too much of a 
drinker. Best proof was that after the 
second one, Adam looked almost hand- 
some to me. 

We were in an ecstatic glow when we 
started out in Freddie’s five-year-old car. 
We were American youth on its way out 
for a good time on a Sunday afternoon. 
How could I dream what important events 
would take place to change my life that 
day? 

From the moment we alighted 
Freddie’s care and were escorted 
Small’s, I was drifting on a pink cloud. 
This was a dream coming true. At last, I 
was crashing the inner circle of that good 
life I'd heard about which goes with New 
York. We found ourselves in the midst of 
a room jampacked with merrymakers, sit- 
ting at their tables, standing around in 
chatty groups and some dancing. 

Seated and with a double scotch in 
front of me, I scarcely paid any attention 
to the conversation going on in my own 
party. I was so busy drinking in every 
detail of the festive scene about me. I was 
awed by the ultra-stylish dress of the 
women, the seemingly never-ending parade 
of good-looking men in their tailored 
clothes. This is the life for you, Lil, I de- 
cided. And with that decision, I made a 
vow—that never again would I return to 
that dull, colorless everyday plodding ex- 
istence which ended nightly in loneliness 
and isolation. 

Somewhere in this intriguing crowd of 
humans was the man for me. I could feel 
it. I knew it. 

“Awfully thoughtful, baby.” Adam com- 
mented, breaking through my reverie. 

I gave him a sweet smile. He wasn’t 
such a bad skate after all, my Scotch ad- 
vised me. I must treat him a little better 
even though I didn’t intend to wind up 
the evening with him and his glasses and 
professorial air. 

We chatted and danced. Adam was a 
superb dancer. He was superb also about 
introducing me to other men in whom he 
thought I might be interested. I began to 
realize that Cutie must have really told 


from 
into 





Adam that I was out to find myself a man 
—and not of this type. 

I certainly met some fine-looking fel- 
lows. I was in a perfect whirl of atten. 
tion, one after the other, demanding a 
dance. I felt like the belle of the ball. My 
popularity wasn’t really due to my appear- 
ance, even though I felt that I could com. 
pete with the best-groomed women in the 
room. But mainly, there was a great deal 
of interest in me because most of the peo- 
ple at the affair knew each other and | 
was a brand new personality. 

Two of the new friends I met wanted 
to date me for the following weekend. 
Something told me not to snatch eagerly 
at the first opportunity, but to give them 
my phone number at the Y and suggest 
they call me one evening. Not only did 
this make me feel sophisticated and _ not 
over-anxious, but also, in the back of my 
mind, I was banking on something impor- 
tant happening, something for which | 
had to hold myself in readiness. 

It happened when I caught first sight 
of Andy Surrell. I had no idea of the 
identity of the distinguished-looking man 
who came in with three gorgeous girls and 
who was sitting at a table with them, talk. 
ing animatedly. He was obviously, even 
from a distance, the kind of man who is 
born with charm. 

He was a nut brown color. There was a 
touch of grey at his temples and his fine 
features made him look almost Indian. His 
clothes, which he wore with the air of a 
duke, were cut something like those of the 
gentlemen models you see in Esquire Mag- 
azine. I drew a sharp breath as [ stared 
at him. I had just finished dancing with 
Adam. 

“Adam,” I asked. “Who is that man 
over there. I want to meet him.” 

Adam’s gaze followed the direction in 
which I was staring. As his eyes lit on 
Andy Surrell, I saw an annoyed frown 
come over his face. 

“You don’t want to meet him, Lil,” he 
told me. “That man is as dangerous as he 
is pretty. He’s one of the most notorious 
characters in Harlem. Carries himself like 
a baronet but everyone in the know claims 
he makes his living, not really in real es- 
tate as he is supposed to, but in dealings 
with women.” 

“How do you mean?” I asked wonder- 
ingly, not letting my eyes stray off the 
subject of our conversation. 

Adam took a deep breath. 

“You're asking for it, Lil,” he said. 
“That man—Andy Surrell—has a string 
of high class prostitutes, all madly in love 
with him, all selling their souls for him 
every night in the week on a commission 
basis. Still want to meet him?” 

“Oh yes, Adam,” I said. I’d heard my 
companion’s warning words but just then 
by one of those unexplainable tricks of 
fate, Andy Surrell had thrown back his 
handsome head in a hearty laugh which 
bared white, even teeth and glanced over 
in my direction, catching my eyes riveted 
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easily dispose of my company. You see, 
I didn’t just meet them tonight. They un- 
derstand me.” 

The rapidity of his attack took my 
breath away. 

“I'd love to go and I’m sure I can ex- 
plain to Adam,” I said. 

Explaining to Adam wasn’t as easy as 
I expected. After three dances with Andy, 
I went over to my table, with a promise 
to join him in a few minutes. I found 
Cutie, Adam and Freddie in a worried 
conference. It was easy to see I was the 
subject. 

Cutie took the bull by the horns. 

“Having a ball, honey?” she asked. “I 
know you are. We thought that Andy 
Surrell would never let you out of his 
clutches.” 

I was feeling wonderful. I don’t know 
what was more potent—the scotch or Andy 
—but I was feeling out of this world. 

I sat down. 

“T didn’t want to get out of Mr. Sur- 
rell’s clutches, Cutie,” I said. “I think he 
has the nicest clutches.” 

Adam was looking surly. 

“He also has several Cadillacs, an ex- 
pensive apartment in the Roger Morris, 
and a flock of police and prostitutes on 
his payroll,” Adam said. “Lil, let me 
warn you again. Andy Surrell isn’t the 
type of man Cutie or Freddie or I wanted 
you to know. You're playing with fire 
and you know what fire does.” 

I smiled a big, dreamy smile. 

“It burns,” I came back. “It burns you 
to a crisp roast. I feel like a crisp roast this 
minute and it’s a great feeling. What’s 
more, I love all of you for wanting to look 
out for the little green girl from the 
country, but if you don’t mind too terribly, 
I think [ll walk right into Mr. Surrell’s 
burning oven. He wants to dance with 
me some more and I want to dance with 
him. He wants to take me home and he 
wants to buy me a drink and if there’s 
anything I want real bad right now, it’s 
another drink.” 

I got up from the table unsteadily, en- 
joying the melodrama of the moment, en- 
joying the worry I saw in the eyes of all 
these good friends of mine who had 
brought me out to show me a good time 
and now didn’t want me to have it. I 
smiled at them foolishly, turned and went 
off back to Andy. 

I heard Cutie call me once, but I kept 
going. 

“Free?” Andy asked with exaggerated 
surprise. 

I nodded happily. “Let’s have that 
drink,” I suggested. He looked around 
for a waiter. Miraculously, there was no 
one at his table but us. The three girls 
had cleared out. He must have had them 
well-trained. 

“Let’s not have a drink in here,” I 
asked. “I’ve always passed by this place 
and wanted a drink at the bar. I want 
to sit up on one of those pretty stools and 


drink and talk and hear the beautiful, 
beautiful organ music.” 

Andy shot me a shrewd look. 

“You're fairly high already, aren’t you, 
dear?” he wanted to know. 

I brought my fist down on the table. 

“T want a drink—at the bar,” I said 
with make-believe impatience. 

He laughed, went over to Cutie’s table 
and got my coat check from Adam. 

We went upstairs to the bar. We must 
have sat there for an hour or more. Andy 
refused to let me sit on a stool, insisted 
that we occupy one of the small tables in 
an intimate corner. I had several scotches, 
Andy asked me many questions about 
myself and I talked with the smooth free. 
dom that alcohol gives the tongue. 

Next we were sailing through Harlem 
streets in Andy’s big baby blue Cadillac. 

I was feeling hazy and still wonderful. 

“TLet’s not go to the party, doll,” Andy 
said quietly. “Let’s go home with me and 
have our own private little party.” 

As much as I was attracted to Andy, in 
my normal senses, I would have forseen 
danger, but I was in a gay and reckless 
mood and the liquor had dulled my 
senses. 

“Splendid idea,” I agreed. 


HAVE VAGUE memories of entering 

the plush, beautifully furnished apart- 
ment with Andy, of sitting in the huge 
living room, looking around admiringly at 
the modern furniture, the big beautiful 
television set, hearing the seductive music 
which came from somewhere, seemingly 
behind the walls. Andy posed behind the 
attractive bar and made us drinks. 

We talked some more. We danced and 
then as we were about to have another 
drink, Andy took the glass from me 
roughly. 

“That’s enough for you now,” 
dered. 

I was about to protest when Andy 
snatched me to him almost hurtingly. A 
crescendoing crash of lights and_ colors 
and confused music seemed to shatter all 
about me as he crushed me to hin, his 
arms strong as steel bands, his lips search 
ingly, insistently on my lips. I didn’t 
even have the will to struggle. 

With a little moan of pleasure I gave 
everything in response to his kiss. His 
hands were possessively upon me. How 
that man could love. My arms went about 
his neck. My hands stroked the nape of 
his neck, cupped his smooth face. 

“Be mine, Lil,” he breathed huskily. It 
was not a request, but a command. 

I couldn’t help myself. I had to obey. 

The next morning I awoke with @ 
pounding headache. At first, I couldn't 
believe I wasn’t in my prim bed in the Y. 
Then I saw Andy standing over me, look- 
ing as well-dressed in his military pajamas 
as he had in his tailored suit. He was 
holding a tray with orange juice, coffee, 
bacon and eggs. 

“At your service, darling,” he said. Set 
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ting the tray down, he leaned over and 
kissed me. The hectic events of the night 
before came into my mind. But I wasn’t 
gshamed. I was glad. I had found my 
man in New York and he made every tis- 
sue of my body tingle with love. 

I didn’t go to work that day or the 
next. Andy devoted every minute to my 
happiness and comfort. Being with him 
was like having a magic wand and find- 
ing everything you needed right at your 
fngertips. When I said I had to go to 
the Y for clothes, Andy swung open a 
large closet crammed with women’s gowns, 
sits and all sorts of accessories of all 
sizes. They were all beautiful. 

“Take your pick,” he offered. 

He took me on a sightseeing tour of 
New York. We rode along the Bowery, 
visited Chinatown, had dinner in a quaint 
French restaurant in the - Village. We 
went to night spots on Broadway and back 
in Harlem. This went on for three days 
and always, back at home, we had our pri- 
vate little parties. Always, more warming 
than the liquor and ten times more ex- 
citing, there were Andy’s strong arms, his 
demanding lips, the thrill of his loving. 

I knew this beautiful, carefree existence 
couldn’t go on just like this. I knew there 
had to be something said, something about 
the future—whether I was to go back to 
work, back to the Y. The thought of 
going back after a lease on luxury with 
Andy made me cringe. 

The morning of the fourth day, at break- 
fast, Andy turned to me and said serious- 
ly: 

“Lil, I want to talk about your future.” 
This would be it. Andy was going to 
ask me to marry him. Perhaps. Or may- 
be he was going to suggest that I live with 
him. Or that he set me up in my own 
apartment. I was so wild with love for 
Andy that not being offered the prize 
gift of marriage wouldn’t keep me from 
holding on to him. I was prepared to re- 
main his on’ any terms. 

In spite of all the warning Adam had 
given me, I was shocked when I learned 
the terms. 

Andy explained to me very carefully 
that he was crazy about me; that he was 
in business and wanted my help. It was 
a business which might shock a nice girl 
like me, he said. But I would learn very 
fast that the nice people in New York 
get left by the wayside. He had a goal, 
Andy told me. He wanted to get out of 
this shady business and become a re- 
spectable operator on a big scale. But 
he needed a certain amount of money to 
do it and he must make it. The business 
with which he wanted me to cooperate 
was the sure way he could reach his goal. 
Once he had done so—it would take two 
or three years—who could tell what would 





happen? We might even be able to get 
married, settle down. 

If I agreed to help out, I wouldn’t have 
‘worry in the world. He would give me 
my own apartment. I would have a car 





and a maid. I could earn several hundred 
dollars a week and still maintain a re- 
spectable front. No one would know what 
was happening. 

I listened with stark horror. Andy was 
beating around the bush. I came to the 
point. 

“What you mean is that you’re a pro- 
curer and you want to make me one of 
your high class tramps, isn’t that it, 
Andy?” I demanded. 

He looked away from me for a second. 

“Put it any way you want.” he finally 
answered. “It’s a proposition a lot of girls 
would love to have.” 

A slow steady burn was taking place 
inside of me. So all this romancing of 
Andy’s had been an investment, business, 
a buildup to cultipate another saleswoman 
of sin. 

“How can you dirty up the word love 
by asking me to do this for you because 
you love me and want to marry me?” I 
blazed. “If you loved me, you wouldn’t 
want to send me into the arms of other 
men for filthy money.” 

Andy laughed a soft, cruel laugh. He 
leaned toward me, eyes flashing: 

“You don’t think money’s filthy,” he 
rasped. “You’re a real commercial dame 
—as commercial as I am, but not as 
smart. You love good apartments, good 
meals, leisure time, good balling and 
plenty of spending change. I’ve watched 
you eat up this atmosphere and now you 
could never go back to the peasant world. 
I tried to tell you nice, but you’re one of 
those hard-to-get-along-with-chicks. You 
want your cake. You want to eat it and 
then you want ice cream in your beer too. 

“Well. it doesn’t work like that, baby. 
So let’s face it. You can believe I love 
you or not. But you’re going to do what 
I say because you can’t help yourself. 
Get it. You can’t help yourself.” 

Andy’s face was thrust close to mine. 
Before I could recover from the fright his 
brutal words had thrown into me, he had 
snatched me to him, sat me on his knee 
and he was kissing me with hot kisses 
which burned my cheeks, scalded my lips, 
wiped out all resistance. 

“You're going to do what I say, aren’t 
you, chick?” he asked. 

“Of course, baby,” I said weakly. “But 
can’t we still—I mean—will I ever see you 
too?” 

“You'll always see me, chick,” Andy 
said lightly. “Okay, let’s get down to 
business.” 

Something of the girlish glow of love 
for Andy had died within me when I had 
to face what would be the ugly side of 
our relationship. But I was hopelessly in 
love. Besides. as Andy said, I couldn't 
face my former life again. 

That’s why I gave myself, body and 
soul to Andy Surrell. That’s why I be- 
came one of his stable of high-paid ladies 
of the evening. True, it wasn’t on the 
street-walking level. But I was as much 
an immoral woman as any streetwalker. 

















the 
boy 
who 
grew 
up 

ina 
house 
full 

of 
manless 
women 


The Strange 
Relationship 


between Nietzsche 
and his sister Elisabeth 


SUPPRESSED 
FOR FIFTY YEARS 


revealed at last in the 
philosopher’s own confession 


MY SISTER 
AND I 


The story of a Famous Brother and 
a terrifyingly ambitious younger Sister, 
who grew to love each other physically 
as children and continued to do so into 
maturity — to the exclusion of all other 
men and women. 

One has to read only a few pages of 
this breathless book to realize why it 
has been hushed up all these years. 

Quite simply, and in fearful earnest, 
the 19th century’s greatest philosoher 
tells how he was gradually led into this 
extraordinarily dangerous love-trap 
which kept him from marrying and 
caused the suicide of his sister’s only 
husband. 

MY SISTER AND I was written in 
an asylum in Jena. Undoubtedly it was 
his studied revenge on his family for 
refusing to let him publish an earlier 
and much tamer confession, entitled 
Ecce Homo which did not appear till 
ten years after his death. 

MY SISTER AND I had to wait 
over fifty years because it could not 
be made public until all the actors in 
the great drama had passed away. 

PUBLISHED AT $4 
Special Price to Our Readers 


ONLY $2.95 
Order Before Stock is Exhausted 


™ “CONTINENTAL BOOKS” 11 


110 LAFAYETTE ST. 

NEW YORK 13, N. Y. 

Centlemen: I enclose $2.95 for my copy of the $4 
edition of MY SISTER AND 1. 1 may return it for 
full credit if it does not fully meet my expectations. 
NAME 
ADDRESS. 

GC ctrreecenntl anne ee 
0 Send C.O.D. 





























Andy was head of a small syndicate 
which operated one of the biggest, most 
lucrative morals rackets in the city. He 
and his associates had a registry of big- 
time, wealthy doctors, lawyers, business- 
men and leisurely wealthy men who had 
a preference for Negro girls, but whose 
positions demanded the utmost in discre- 
tion. 

The way they operated was to main- 
tain huge scrap books of the girls with 
nude color photos and detailed descrip- 
tions of their physical characteristics and 
their willingness to satisfy the most di- 
verse desires of the clientele. “Booking” of 
the “talent” was done from a central mid- 
town office, fronted by a white confed- 
erate. Appointments were made for the 
girls and you had to be home at certain 
hours in the late morning in order to 
receive assignments. 

You rated a minimum of $100 per call, 
sometimes getting much more. The syn- 
dicate got its end from the customer be- 
fore he showed up. Sometimes business 
was slow but the syndicate always fur- 
nished expense money and a minimum al- 
lowance if you didn’t “entertain” anyone 
for a whole week. 

From the beginning of my succumbing 
to Andy’s plan, I wasn’t aware of the ex- 
tensive operations of the ring. That’s 
why I entertained a small but active hope 
that he might be in earnest about the way 
he said he felt about me. Later, disillusion 
set in when I learned through the grape- 
vine that the line he had fed me, the tech- 
nique he had used to get me “in” was his 
usual procedure. By the time I learned 
this, however, I was so used to the lux- 
uries my immoral activities provided that 
I didn’t care. 

But hate began to grow in my heart; 
hate against Andy for the way he had 
tricked me and hate for all the parade of 
men who came to my beautiful apartment 
to drink and dance and be “entertained.” 
I never let my hate show with them. That 
would be bad business and a girl could 
do herself good by pleasing a customer. 

Often they asked for certain girls of 
whom they had fond memories. Then the 
pay was higher. Besides, I had to keep 
up a pleasant front. One never knew but 
what might come along—the 
right sucker—someone who could be taken 
in by me as I had been taken in by 
Andy. 

For two years I hated like this. And for 
two years I loved for pay. At first Andy 
came around to visit fairly regularly, talk- 
ing his love talk and keeping me in hopes. 
Finally, he dropped all pretense. He was 
Andy Surrell, my boss. I was Lil Shaw 
who had been a little fool but who had 
gotten an education which she might be 


someone 


able to use some day. 

All in all, I made myself satisfied with 
my life although I had few real friends. 
One day, on 135th Street, I caught sight of 
Cutie, Freddie, Adam and a girl I didn’t 
know. They-were evidently coming from 


ay 
la 


church. I ducked around a corner. I 
couldn’t bear to have them see me. 

To substitute for friends, I had smart 
clothes, my new roadster, all the money 
I needed and then some. You're doing 
all right. Lil, I tried to tell myself. But 
often I cried myself to sleep. 

My house of luxury fell down all around 
me one day. So did Andy’s. A new dis- 
trict attorney was elected and he and his 
anti-vice forces hit Harlem like Grant 
hit Richmond. They exposed and broke 
up the syndicate. The news broke in big 
headlines in the dailies since the registry 
of clients included some of the biggest 
tycoons, most prominent socialites. Fran- 
tically, when the first news got out—be- 
fore it hit the papers—I got away from 
my apartment, moved into a hotel. 

There was one ironic thing. The police 
didn’t get Andy Surrell and they didn't 
get most of the girls involved. Just before 
they broke into the downtown headquar- 
ters, Andy had gone there, burned the 
scrap books and shot himself in the tem- 
ple. Often—and I suppose foolishly—I 
wondered whether his thought about burn- 
ing the scrapbooks had been his final 
gesture of apology to the many girls he 
had tricked into working for him. 

When you start going down the scale 
of living, it is amazing how abrupt the 
descent can be. In my fright I had left 
most of the things I'd acquired at my 
deserted luxury apartment. I had banked 
some money, but at the rate I’d been liv- 
ing, it wasn’t more than enough to carry 
me for a few months of idleness. Pretty 
soon I was broke. I had pawned every- 
thing I had. There wasn’t a thought in 
my mind about trying to get an honest job. 
I had to have lots of money, not just a 
salary. 

I went back to my old way of life, oper- 
ating as best as I could independently. 
But. without the syndicate behind me, 
without the connections. I found that I 
couldn't attract the kind of business to 
which I’d become accustomed. My stand- 
ards of choice, my rate of pay went down, 
down, down, until it had hit rock-bottom 
and I was right with the commonest of 
street hustlers. trying to pick up ten dol- 
lars here and five there, going home with 
the most horrible characters, mostly serv- 
icemen or drunks. 

I had a hard coating of bitterness and 
tawdry experience the night I met the man 
I married—Ralph. I had taken to cruis- 
ing the streets in the company of a couple 
of other hard-bitten women of the evening. 
We found protection and a bit of satis- 
faction in sharing our ugliness with each 
other. By now, we were known to the 
police and it wasn’t uncommon for us to 
be chased off streetcorners with a warn- 
ing. 

I was drifting along 125th Street with 
Lou and Jenny, two of the 116th Street 
hustlers, one evening when we sighted 
the three, youthful, not bad-looking sailors. 


“Gee. Service trade,” Jenny said like a 
horse sniffing water. 

We strolled in their direction, putting 
on the little exaggerated switch, rolling 
the wayward eye and adopting the smirk 
which is the prostitute’s invitation. 

“Looking for some fun, daddy?” Jenny 
suggested to one of the sailors as we 
passed slowly by them. 

You could tell he was for it—and so was 
one of his companions. They began talk. 
ing jokingly with Jenny and Lou. The 
third fellow, a sensitive-looking boy with 
the prettiest eyes. said impatiently. 

“Man, let’s ditch these bums.” 

Jenny and Lou weren't the type to stand 
for that and they were getting ready to 
pitch a scene when one of the two inter. 
ested sailors turned on the one who had 
sounded off. 

“That ain’t no way to talk to ladies, 
Ralph,” he said with mock anger. 

“Well, if you want to fool around with 
them and get messed up, go ahead,” the 
one called Ralph said. He started away 
from his friends. 

I was burned up by his attitude. If he 
wasn't for it, he wasn’t for it. But what 
right had he to play so hincty. I tried 
to think of a fitting insult. 

“Maybe you’re looking for substitutes 
not prostitutes,” I called after him. 
“There’s a bunch of shemales down at the 
corner, just waiting for your kind.” 


ORGETTING ALL about me, Lou and 

Jenny had turned off in the other diree- 
tion with the two sailors. They laughed as 
they heard my taunting words to Ralph. 
But Ralph didn’t laugh. He turned slowly 
and walked back to me. I stood my 
ground, but I was kind of scared at the 
cool way he was approaching. 

I didn’t move. I knew he was coming 
back to slap my face or return the insult 
verbally. I wasn’t prepared for what he 
did. Ralph looked me squarely in the eye. 

“I’m sorry, miss,” he said. “I shouldn't 
have said what I said. If I hadn’t sounded 
off like that you wouldn’t have had to 
say what you said. Please forgive me.” 

I was unnerved by the unexpected apol- 
ogy. I didn’t want to show my confusion. 

“Oh, it’s all right,” I said wearily. “You 
were right, anyhow. What are we but 
bums?” 

I turned to leave. 

“Wait,” Ralph said. I turned around 
in surprise. 

“Can I buy you a drink?” he asked. 

I laughed a quiet, sneering, inside laugh. 
So he wasn’t so holy after all. Just wanted 
to play big-shot in front of his friends. Now 
they were gone, he didn’t mind admitting 
he had the animal urge too. 

“Of course, mister,” I said mockingly. 

We went into a small bar on Eighth Ave 
nue. It was the beginning of the strangest 
evening of my life. I'd expected to have 
small talk, a couple of drinks and then the 
usual proposition. Instead, in a few mit 
utes, we were chatting away. Ralph, it be 
gan to dawn on me, had wanted my colt 
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pany and not for the usual reasons. What 
upset me was the way he talked to me, 
the way he treated me. 

He was obviously a boy of high-class 
background. Yet, he seemed to have for- 
gotten that I was what I was. He talked 
about his Army life, his home in Georgia. 
He asked me questions and never once 
referred to my kind of life or attempted 
to make me. He took me home in a cab, 
and was saying goodbye to me in front of 
the hotel when suddenly, he said: 

“Lil, I like you. You’re loads of fun 
and, if it weren’t for all that corny junk 
you've got on your face, you’d be real 
pretty.” 

I was speechless. Prostitutes seldom 
get to be told they are pretty—more im- 
portant, they seldom get to be told the 
truth—that they could be pretty. 

Ralph went on. 

“How about having dinner with me to- 
morrow night. It’s my last day in town.” 

I had all I could do to keep from break- 
ing down into tears. What was wrong 
with this fool kid? Didn’t he realize that 
people like him didn’t invite people like 
me to dinner? As much as I would have 
loved to consent, I decided there was just 
so low a woman could sink. I couldn't 
face myself if I took advantage of this 
poor, decent kid’s warmth, generosity and 
ignorance. 

“You don’t want to fool around with 
someone like me,” I told him gently. “You 
were made for decent girls. I’m a tramp.” 

Ralph was irresistible. His eyes twin- 
kled. His wide grin broke out. 

“Okay, tramp,” he agreed. “Be by for 
you at five tomorrow afternoon. What’s 
your last name?” 

Stunned, I gave him my name. It was 
the first time in a long time I’d given the 
right name. 

I don’t know how to describe the mirac- 
ulous thing which Ralph did for my 
morale on our dinner date the next day. 
In the first place, I stayed up half the 
night after he left me, trying to change 
myself back into a girl with a date just 
as I had been once. I tried my hair in a 
number of styles, eyed all my garish lip- 
sticks and mascaras with disdain, pressed 
asimple but fashionable black suit which 
I had managed to hold on to from my 
days of affluence. 

When I looked in my mirror the next 
evening slightly before five, I was almost 
tearfuly grateful to find that, outwardly. 
I looked like a normal, attractive girl 
waiting for her boy friend. None of the 
marks of my profession remained except 
a certain subtle hardness which I would 
probably never be able to lose. 

Ralph’s eyes glowed when he saw me. 

“See what I mean, Lil,” he said. “You’re 
perfectly beautiful now. That’s the way I 
could see you last night behind all that 
pretense and paint.” 

Joy and sadness warred in my heart at 
his words. Yes, Ralph, I thought, maybe 
the outward marks are gone, but inside 


filthy, unworthy of even a date 
clean kid like you. Any- 
this will be the last time. 
Maybe 


can too— 


I'm dirty, 
with a decent, 
way, I thought, 
I'll probably never see 
I can enjoy this and maybe he 
but will I ever forget this one clean, re- 
freshing experience that has come into 
my life? Won’t it hurt more than I can 
bear, remembering it and knowing that if 
I had been different, it might mean some- 
thing lasting? 

We had a wonderful time. Ralph took 
me to a restaurant which I knew, on Army 
pay, he had no business patronizing. I 
protested. But he laughed it off. 

“It isn’t every day a guy takes out a 
girl like you.” 


him again. 


We were seated at a table a minute 
later and glancing across at me, Ralph 


noticed the tears I had been unable to 
hold back. 
“I know, baby.” he said. “You think 


I'm trying to be nice to you, patronizing 
you, that all the while I’m saying ‘I hope 
my friends don’t see me.’ You're wrong, 
Lil. I wanted to take you out for selfish 
reasons. Because I like you. I tried hard 
to tell myself last night, after I left you, 
that I was just being nice because of the 
nasty thing I called you. But I thought 
about you all night long, couldn’t wait 
for this. 

“Talk to me, Lil. Talk about yourself. 
I can feel that you want to. I don’t care 
what you’ve done or what you've been. 
But you’ve got it in your system. Maybe 
if you talk about it, we can go on from 
there. Maybe, Lil, we can go on together.” 

Talking to Ralph was like releasing a 
dammed up flood of emotion. I told the 
whole messy story and I didn’t pull the 
punches. When I finished, Ralph leaned 
across the table and asked me softly. 

“Lil, will you be my girl?” 

“You really want me, Ralph?” I asked, 
praying God I could believe this, that it 
wasn't a vicious dream.” 

“T want you, Lil,” he said. “Not the Lil 
I met last night. The Lil you are today. 
The Lil you’re going to be in days to 
come. The Lil who’s going to stop this 
minute trying to find the short cuts, who’s 
going to go out and get a job, move out 
of that clip joint hotel and get a decent, 
inexpensive room. The Lil who’s going to 
write me, who’s going to wait for me and 
be true.” 

When I cried then 
ness and with a great resolve to become 


was with happi- 


everything Ralph wanted. 
We took in a movie. 
walked home 


held hands like 
any school children, slowly, 
kissed and parted with fervent promises 
I was thrilled to find 
out, during that kiss, that Ralph wanted 
me. But I knew that he wanted to wait 
until I belonged to him, that he knew that 
giving me the respect he would have given 


and words of love. 


any innocent girl, he would so bind me to 
my word that I wouldn’t dream of betray- 
ing him. 

I did try hard those long months when 





SKIN 
TROUBLE 


Don't Put Up With Ugly 
Itching Misery Of Rashes 
Eczema, Ringworm, Pimples 
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plagued this way by the awful dis- 
tress.The itching is a nagging torture. 


Palmer's SKIN SUCCESS Ointment 
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ference in such cases. This famous, 
time-tested skin medicine gves right 
to work to help your skin gain fast, 
blessed relief. There’s just nothing 
like it! Only Palmer’s SKIN SUCCESS 
Ointment gives you the benefit of 
this wonderful skin-prescription for- 
mula, tested by a noted physician. 


Don’t risk letting that ugly itch- 
ing misery go on for another day. 
Many, many thousands know from 
their own experience what Palmer’s 
SKIN SUCCESS Ointment can do. You 
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only 25c. Regular 75c size gives 
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Palmer's SKIN SUCCESS SOAP and use 
it every night! The deep-acting 
medicated foam really helps remove 
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The way thousands of 
physicians and dentists recommend 


HERE’S WHY ... Anacin is like a doctor's 
prescription. That is, Anacin contains not 
just one but a combination of medically 
proved active ingredients. No other prod- 
uct gives faster, longer-lasting relief from 
pain of headache, neuritis, neuralgia 
than Anacin Tablets. Buy Anacin® today! 
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skin . .. smooths harsh roughness 
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+ Satisfaction guaranteed. 
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Ralph was overseas. We wrote each other 
constantly. I abandoned my immoral life, 
got a domestic job, saved money religious- 
ly. When Ralph came home with his dis- 
charge eighteen months later, we were 
married and I really felt like a bride. 

Having a small apartment to make beau- 
tiful for Ralph. pinching pennies to give 
him the best of food and still put a little 
aside. being a housewife, in general. filled 
my life completely for the next five years. 
Ralph was so good to me and never, by 
any word or deed, did he remind me of 
my past. It seems unbelievable that I 
could ever become dissatisfied. 

But I did. For five years after we had 
married, surveying all that had happened, 
I realized that. beyond having a little fur- 
niture and a very skimpy bank account, 
we were no farther ahead in life. The cost 
of living was so high and, several times, 
just when we thought we had caught up 
with ourselves. something happened either 
in my family or Ralph’s which called for 
us to help out. 

I worried constantly about the situation 
and all the more because Ralph seemed 
cheerfully unaware of it. Then I per- 
suaded him to let me accept a job as gen- 
eral office worker at a small employment 
agency. This eased the situation a great 
deal. We were able to buy more of the 
things we wanted, to put aside a little 
more money. 

I guess I’m the kind of person who 
wants more when she gets more. At any 
rate. I was still bitter about what happens 
to little people in life; people who strug- 
gle along and burn themselves out just 
trying to make a living. If we had enough 
money, Ralph and I could afford a child, 
I kept telling myself. He wanted to have 
one anyway, but I was determined not to 
bring a child into our world of little more 
than comfortable poverty. Yet, I yearned 
to place a child in his arms, to pay him 
this very highest of tributes for his good- 
ness to me and his love. 

Maybe, if I had gone to Ralph and 
talked honestly the way we talked before 
and just after we got married, I wouldn’t 
have made the tragic error. 

But I kept the worry seething inside of 
me. One day when we had received a no- 
tice from the landlord of a rent increase, 
I was worried sick. My employer, Mr. 
preoccupied 


—— 


James, noticed my _ listless. 
attitude. He wanted to know what my 
trouble was. I had never thought I would 
confide in the boss. When I first went to 
work for him. we had had a terrific run- 
in about his habit of being too free with 
his hands. But that day I believe I would 
have talked to a brick wall if I had fan- 
cied there was any possibility of response 
or sympathy. 

Tearfully, I poured out the story of 
how tough it was to make ends meet, how 
I wanted to make some extra money. 

When Mr. James suggested how I could 
make some extra money—by being nice 
to him, I was so hurt and insulted that 
I wanted to slap his face. 


Then, out of some indefinable, low in. 
stinct the “so what” attitude began to 
grow. My relationships with men before 
I knew Ralph hadn’t stopped him from 
loving me or me from loving him. As an 
ex-professional prostitute, I had cultivated 
way deep down—and it was still growing 
—a blase attitude toward what one does 
with the body. 

After all, my heart would still belong 
to Ralph. And Id be helping him. No 
one would ever know. I could put aside 
the extra money I earned by an illicit af. 
fair with my boss. Then, in about a year, 
I could possibly have enough for the baby, 
I could find some way to explain the 
money to Ralph. Just a year would do it. 

Mr. James’ keen scrutiny revealed to 
him my indecision. He got up from his 
desk, walked over to me, stooped down 
and kissed my trembling lips. I didn’t re. 
sist him when he went further. 


( FTEN, IN THE months that followed, 

I felt great waves of guilt about what 
I was doing—lying to Ralph, cheating; 
telling him I was going to bridge meeting 
and keeping rendezvous with my boss in 
the darkened office. 

Ironically, the smashup came just about 
when I had decided I’d saved enough of 
my secret fund to quit my job and aban- 
don my double-dealing. In fact, the night 
in mid-September I went to meet my boss 
was the night I was going to tell him this 
was to be our last time. The minute | 
had driven away from our apartment, 
Ralph had received a long distance call 
from my mother. My youngest sister was 
dying and they wanted me to come im- 
mediately. 

Ralph had tried to call me as I drove 
away. I hadn’t heard him and he had fol- 
lowed me in a cab. Amazed when I drove 
downtown toward the office, he instructed 
the driver to keep following me but not 
to try to overtake me. He had watched 
mé go into the darkened building. He had 
seen Mr. James come to the window and 
pull down the shade. He had seen the 
lights go out in the office. Ralph had dis 
missed the cab and stood on the corner 
waiting, trying to believe his eyes had de 
ceived him. When he could stand it no 
longer, he had come into the building, 
taken the elevator upstairs. When he 
banged on the glass panel of the door, 
Mr. James, thinking it was the _ night 
watchman, confidently went to the door 
and Ralph burst into the little anteroom, 
past my boss, into the private office where 
I lay on the couch in all my guilt. 

I'll never forget the punishing words 
which came from his lips as he stared 
down at me like a man who has had 4 
nightmare. 

“Once a tramp. always a tramp,” he 
said. 

Then he turned and rushed out of the 
office, 

In vain, I wrote Ralph letters at the 
hotel to which he’d moved, tried to coh 
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tact him on the telephone. I was almost 
crazy with regret. When I received word 
from his lawyers that he was suing for 
divorce. I refused to believe it. Ralph 
would come back. He would at least come 
pack and give me a chance to explain. 

But when he did come back it was to 
vet some of his belongings. to tell me 
that he didn’t want to hear any explana- 
tion, that his faith in me had been de- 
stroyed, that he had found someone else 
who he believed in and loved. 

I don’t know why I was so blind as to 
expect Ralph to give me a chance. He 
had given me one by marrying me and I 
had failed him. I wonder whether I’m one 
of those people incapable of true love and 
loyalty or whether I just learned too late 
that there is truth in the words about 
there being little profit in gaining the 
world if you lose your soul doing it. 

In spite of the hysterical words J 
sreamed at Ralph in the courtroem that 
day, I wish him all the happiness in the 
world. For me, I guess it’s too late to 


hope for happiness. THE END 





Stars And Numbers 
(Continued from Page 12) 


ini birthdays. Jupiter will not return to 
Gemini again for another twelve years, so 
it is easy to understand why this particu- 
lar May is so important. 

Other signs to participate are Libra and 
\quarius and Leo and Aries. Sagittarius- 
horn stand to gain most from their con- 
tacts and relationships with others during 
this month. The sign Taurus also rates 
along with Gemini in heralding a period 
of advantage and good fortune. This ex- 
tends to birthdays under Cancer, Virgo, 
Capricorn, Scorpio and Pisces. 

Should those born between October 25th 
and November 6th or between April 21st 
and May 3rd find themselves confronted 
with problems and less attractive condi- 
tions, they might well use the month of 
May to turn the tide in their favor. 

The selected dates for marriage are the 
{th and 5th. These days are likewise de- 
sirable for business, personal and social 
interests. Other special days are the 10th, 
12th. 15th. 23rd and 24th. The full moon 
ofthe 16th and 17th ushers in this month’s 
cosmic tide for love life and conjugal hap- 
piness. Number combinations in the lead 
are 3.5 and 6. Number 5 is impressive 
and has a strong degree of luck in its 
path. 

While the month of June is by custom 
and tradition the choice of many persons 
for marriage, this custom does not follow 
the rule of planet harmony which is more 
definite and practical according to astro- 
logical research. 

Do you know under which sign of the 





of the 


at the 
to con 


lodiac you were born? If not. this infor- 
mation will be supplied if you send a self- 
addressed, stamped envelope to Helen 
Sides, Tan. 1820 South Michigan Ave., 
Chicago 16. 


On The Records 


(Continued from Page 6) 
o 


A-Tisket A-Tasket, a rhythmical nursery 
rhyme which she wrote for herself. 

It became an immediate hit and put her 
on the map musically. Ever since then she 
has rated either one or two among popular 
female the ballots of 
fans and critics. This year she was named 
Number One by both of the two best jazz 
journals in the U. S., Downbeat and Metro- 
nome. 

Ella has recorded only for the Decca 
label Among her most 
recent releases, the finest perhaps is a two- 
part discing of Sam Coslow’s You'll Have 


vocalists on most 


over her career. 


to Swing It whereon she addresses a plain- 
tive plea to “Mister Paganini” and deftly 
demonstrates mastery of a wide range of 
tones from pretty ballad notes to sizzling 
scat sounds. The pressing has been rated 
Class A by the majority of record re- 
viewers. 


* * 
RECORD OF THE MONTH: Clef’s 
I’m Getting Sentimental Over You/As 


Time Goes By, a pair of standards which 
showcase baritone Al Hibbler warbling 
better than he has in a long while. This 
is Hibbler without the sliding basso pro- 
fundo tricks and the groans. 
Sentimental is the most listenable of the 
duo and it stacks up favorably with the 
ex-Duke Ellington crooner’s best sides of 
On jukes and disc jockey shows, 


eccentric 


all times. 
it should go well. 

RECOMMENDED: Clef’s She Rote/ 
K. C. Blues, offering bop alto sax star 
Charlie Parker at his wizardry best. The 
A-side, embodying some variations on the 
theme of Beyond the Blue Horizon, has 
Bird at an up-tempo gait that literally 
zooms. The flip is more relaxed. Backing 
Parker on the sides—and exhibiting steady 
support—are trumpeter Miles Davis, drum- 
mer Max Roach, pianist Walter Bishop 
and bassist Teddy Kotick. Miles. who can 
be sensational on occasions, has some of 
his better stint on 
Rote... 

ACCEPTABLE: Prestige’s Hey Lock 
BTs DTs with pianist Billy Taylor display- 
ing an uncannily fleet-fingered artistry on 
two newies that make for good listening. 
Flanked by drummer Charlie Smith and 
bassist Earl May. the keyboarder speeds 
through the coupling at a tempo close to 
the fastest of Tatum... 

BEST ALBUM: Dial’s new LP package 
of Roy Eldridge stylings, capturing the 
trumpeter’s superb musicianship and soul- 
ful manipulations on eight sides (Wild 
Van Blues, Poco Mania, If I had You, 
Fireworks, Black and Blue, | Remember 
Harlem, L’Isle Adam and Trumpet La- 
ment). Little Jazz cut the sides in Paris 
in 1950 and °51. His accompaniment waves 
off balance a bit at spots but it never ap- 
pears to bother him. He blows as well as 


moments in a solo 


ever, 
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at another woman, the way his wife kept 
him under her thumb. 

“I don’t care how long we’re together, 
I'll always love my wife,” I said, looking 
him squarely in the eye. 

Meaning I don’t love mine, eh?” 

“Well, you’ve practically admitted that 
you've been unfaithful,” I said indignant- 
ly. “What else am I to think?” 

Phil put his hand on my shoulder. 
“Love has nothing to do with it, Emory,” 
he said soberly. “Believe me, I wouldn’t 
trade Fran for any other woman in the 
world, yet—” 

“Yet, you won’t pass up a little romance 
on the side, is that it? Well, I don’t call 
that being in love with your wife!” 

“No need to start preaching.” he said, 
dropping his hand and grabbing up a sand- 
wich. “After all, I’m not the only one. 
I'll bet every man in this room, at one 
time or another—” 

But I didn’t wait to hear more. I 
slammed down my glass and went over to 
the group clustered around Delma. “Come 
on, Myra,” I said, taking my wife’s wrist, 
“let’s get out of here. If there’s one thing 
[ can’t stand, it’s a bunch of mealy- 
mouthed hypocrites!” 

A short time later, we were in the car 
heading for home. Myra sat hunched 
against the door, rubbing her wrist and 
staring at me with an odd expression. I 
enawed my lip impatiently waiting for 
her to speak. Finally, I murmured an 
apology. “If I hurt your wrist, I’m sorry.” 

“What are you afraid of, Emory?” Myra 
asked. 

“Afraid? I’m not afraid of anything. 
I'm just sore at Delma for spouting all 
that nonsense. Anybody who takes that 
woman seriously is a dope!” 

“Well, that does it!” Myra declared 
angrily. “First you nearly twist my arm 
off, and now you call me names!” 

“I did no such thing!” 

“Don’t try to deny it! I heard you and 
don’t think I don’t know what’s behind 
all this, Mr. Emory Blake!” 

“Well, Pll be—!” 

I clamped my jaw shut and swung the 
car over to the curb. I jammed on the 
brakes so hard that we both were thrown 
against the dash. 

“And now you're trying to kill me 
she shrieked. 

“Oh, shut up!” I yelled. “If there’s any- 
body I'd like to get my hands on right 
now it’s that evil-minded Delma.” 

Myra turned a cold, triumphant gaze on 
me. “If the shoe fits, wear it.” 


? 
. 
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“What's that crack supposed to mean?” 
I demanded. “If there’s something on your 
mind, let’s have it out right now.” 

She drew herself up indignantly. “I 
don’t care to create a public scene,” she 
said evenly. “You’re in a perfectly nasty 
mood and I’m in a hurry to get home so 
I can take care of these bruises.” 

I gripped the steering wheel until my 
fingers ached, determined not to lose my 
temper. “Darling, you know darn well 
your wrist doesn’t hurt that much,” I said 
at last. “I barely touched you and I’ve 
already apologized. All I want to do now 
is to get this thing straight, once and for 
all. Now, what gives?” 

“If you don’t know, then I’m sure it 
won't do the slightest bit of good for me 
to go into a long, involved explanation in 
the middle of the street—right next to a 
fire plug.” 

She sounded as if she hoped a cop 
would come along right that minute and 
give me a ticket. I threw the car in gear 
and started up again. Myra lighted her- 
self a cigarette but did not offer me one. 
I knew then just how angry she was; or- 
dinarily she’d light two cigarettes at once 
and hand me one, so my hands would be 
free for driving. 

But I was just as angry as she was and 
too stubborn to ask her for a smoke. So 
I fished out my own cigarette and after 
several false starts, finally lighted it with- 
out running into anything. 

Neither of us spoke all the rest of the 
way home, and although it was not yet 
nine o'clock, by the time I had put the 
car in the garage and got in the house, 
my wife was rolling up her curls and get- 
ting ready for bed. I wanted to stay up 
a while and talk but one glance told me 
that she was playing the martyred wife, a 
role that she had been adopting with an- 
noying frequency lately. 

I sat down on the bed and began to 
unlace my shoes. “Something’s been bug- 
ging you ever since you started seeing a 
lot of your old friend, Delma,” I said, 
keeping my voice in a conversational tone 
so she’d have no excuse to fly off the han- 
dle. “What crazy ideas has she been put- 
ting into your head?” 

“That’s right,” Myra snapped, “blame 
the woman! Just like a man! It couldn't 
be that you’re to blame. Oh, no!” Myra 
whirled around on the dressing table stool, 
her eyes flashing sparks. “And don’t you 
go running down Delma, just because 
she’s smart enough to see through you 
two-timing males!” 

“Because she what?” I jumped up and 
grabbed my head in my hands. “I’m going 
nuts with all this double-talk! If you're 
accusing me of something, then for 
heaven’s sake, quit beating around the 
bush.” 

Myra assumed a haughty air. “I have 
nothing further to say on the subject, Em- 
ory. It’s plain to see that you’re prepared 
to lie about your unfaithfulness, just as 
Delma said you would.” 


HAT’S WHEN I blew my top. I told 

her bluntly what I thought about Del. 
ma, grabbed up my shoes and stomped 
out of the bedroom. I heard Myra lock 
the door behind me, and that night | 
slept on the living room couch. 

I awoke the next morning with a stiff 
neck and found a clean shirt lying on the 
chair. I didn’t even try the bedroom door 
to see whether it was still locked. I didn’t 
get a lick of work done at the office all 
that morning. I kept seeing Myra’s sweet 
face and then hearing her voice spouting 
words that obviously had been put in her 
mouth by Delma. And then I would try to 
delve back in my memory for some clue 
to my wife’s strange behavior. 

We had been married a little more than 
a year and I loved my wife even more 
than I did when we walked down the aisle 
of the First Methodist church. As far as 
I could recall, I had never given her cause 
to doubt me. In fact, at that moment as | 
sat in the midst of accounts waiting for 
certification, I could truthfully say that 
I'd scarcely looked at another woman, and 
certainly not with the idea of having an 
affair. 

Then my thoughts went back to the 
cocktail party at Delma’s house the eve- 
ning before, sort of a celebration of her 
second divorce. As a private nurse, Delma 
had met both of her husbands while they 
were patients of hers and in each case 
soon got rid of them. 

She was a likeable enough person as 
long as she was not expressing one of her 
many iron-bound opinions, but I’d_ never 
been able to understand why Myra found 
her so entertaining. They had nothing in 
common; on the contrary, Delma was sev- 
eral years older than Myra and consider- 
ably older as far as experience was con- 
cerned. 

Perhaps that was it, I reflected. A quiet, 
home girl like Myra might feel that she 
could learn something from a_ worldly: 
wise woman like Delma. But why Myra 
would want to latch on to a two-time loser 
in the marriage game was beyond me. All 
Delma could do for her would be to make 
her suspicious and distrustful of men. 
even though our marriage had been per 
fect until a few weeks ago. 

Snatches of Delma’s wise-cracking com 
mentary on male weaknesses came back 
to me: “My dear, a woman’s a fool to 
trust a man farther than she can see him! 
Of course, maybe we women shouldn't be 
too hard on them. The poor creatures are 
born without morals. And the quiet one 
who look like butter wouldn’t melt in 
their mouths—they’re worst of all!” 

Of course, she had said lots more 0 
more than one occasion, but I’d_ always 
figured she was making excuses for the 
failure of her marriages, placing the blame 
on her ex-mates, who weren’t there to de 
fend themselves. But now I saw the evi 
influence she was having on Myra, wh 
seemed to have swallowed it all, hook. 
line and sinker. 
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I jabbed out my cigarette and reached 
for the phone. The thing for me to do, I 
concluded, was to make the first 
toward making up with Myra—no matter 
which of us was at fault. Maybe I'd even 
buy a bouquet of flowers on the way home 


move 


for a peace offering. 

I dialed the number and waited. The 
phone rang and rang and it seemed I 
waited for an eternity for her to answer. 
Finally, I hung up, feeling terribly let 
down and a little angry that Myra was 
not at home to accept my apology. If I 
was big enough to say I was sorry for the 
argument we'd had, the least 
do was to give me a chance to say it! 

I was sitting staring out the window, 
wondering what to do next, when Fred 
Dozier, stuck his head into my 
office. “How’re you coming with those 
counts. old man?” he asked. 

“I'm sorry, Fred,” I told him, “but I 
just can’t seem to get started today.” 

He came over to the desk and glanced 
at the pad I used for my calculations. I 
flushed with embarrassment as I saw what 
he saw—Myra’s name all over the page, 
the product of my doodling. 

“Trouble at home?” he asked sympa- 
thetically. 

“Well—yes, I ad- 
mitted. “Myra and I had a fight last night. 
over nothing at all, and all of a sudden 
all the fun is gone out of our marriage.” 

Fred patted me on the shoulder. 
“Nothing to worry about. The honeymoon 
is over, that’s all,” he said with a shrug. 
“It happens sooner or later. In your case 

s lasted over a year—which sets some 
kind of record in my book.” 

“But I don’t want to be angry with my 
wife!” I said irritably. “I want things to 
stay like they were.” 

“Don’t ask for the moon! Listen, 
I'm older than you are, so let me give you 
a piece of advice. 
can live together for any length of time 
without getting on each 
sometime or another. What you and Myra 
need is a little vacation from each other. 
It'll give you time to adjust idea 
of being married.” 

He chuckled and gave me a sly wink. 
“After all, you’ve got to get the rest of 
those wild oats out of your system.” 

I pounded the desk. “So help me, Fred, 
I haven't even looked at another woman 
since Myra and I married!” I de- 
clared. 

Fred raised his eyebrows. “Maybe it’s 
time you did,” he commented dryly. 

He walked out before I could think of 
an appropriate answer. That evening when 
I got home, Myra had my dinner waiting 
as usual and, although she was strangely 
quiet, things seemed to be back to normal. 
She thanked me for the flowers I brought 
and listened politely as I talked all 
through the meal. 

But then I went into the bedroom and 
I saw that Myra, far from forgetting our 
quarrel, was continuing it—with a ven- 
geance. In place of the single bed we had 
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shared for 12 wonderful months, there 
stood brand new twin beds! I really hit 
the ceiling then, threatening to toss the 
furniture out into the alley. 

Myra said something about being re- 
signed to the fact of my infidelity, but not 
wanting to end our marriage because of 
a weakness over which I had no control. 
I shouted and stormed, demanded she 
prove her implications or shut up. 

“Proof? I don’t have to prove any- 
thing,” she said airily. “You’re a man, 
aren’t you?” 

“You’re damn right I am!” I replied 
with cold fury, “and no self-respecting 
man would stand for this kind of treat- 
ment in his own home! For all I care, 
you can sleep with your head in one of 
those beds and your feet in the other, be- 
cause I won’t be in either one!” 

I spent another miserable night on the 
couch, but the following night I took a 
room at the YMCA. By the end of the 
week I was a total wreck, unable to eat 
or sleep and tormented by memories of 
the love-filled nights Myra and I had 
shared. Loneliness tore at my heart, and 
desire ate at my vitals. My arms fairly 
ached to hold her close and know again 
the sweetness of her. 

Fred must have sensed something was 
drastically wrong during that awful week, 
but he didn’t try to pry. I was grateful 
for that because I don’t think I could have 
taken it if he had tried to make jokes or 
hand out any fatherly advice. But on Fri- 
day evening he called me into his office 
and said, “I’ve got a little job for you, 
Emory. Do you think you could get away 
for a few days?” 

“IT don’t know. What do you have in 
mind?” I asked suspiciously, wondering 
whether he was leading up to something 
that would give him an excuse to inter- 
fere with my personal problem. 

“Well, here’s the situation,” he ex- 
plained. “Our women’s bowling team is 
competing in the finals of the National 
Bowling association. Now, ordinarily, I'd 
go along because I think they’ve got a 
good chance of winning and that means 
publicity for the firm. 

“I’m pretty tied up right now, so I'd 
like for you to go in my place. How about 
it? Chicago is not a long drive from here 
and you'll have yourself a nice long week- 
end.” 

In my frame of mind, it didn’t take any 
coaxing to get me to snatch at the oppor- 
tunity for a change of scenery. Anything, 
| figured, would be better than moping 
around town hoping to catch a glimpse of 
Myra and afraid at the same time that I’d 
run into her and wouldn’t know what to 
say or how to act. 

When I left that evening, Fred shook 
my hand and said, “Chicago’s a hell of a 
town, my boy. Take it easy while you’re 
up there, and enjoy yourself. Those are 
orders!” 

Whatever misgivings I had about mak- 
ing the trip were dispelled when I went 


home to pack a bag and Myra was not 
there. Probably over at Delma’s and the 
two of them crying on each other’s shoul- 
der about what beasts men were. Some- 
how, not finding my wife in made me feel 
a lot freer; more than ever I felt that my 
little vacation was justified and I made 
up my mind that whatever happened, I 
would have myself a whale of a time in 
Chicago. 


A LTsoucs IT was only a couple of 
hundred miles away, it was my first 
visit to the Windy City. I got a room at 
a good hotel on the South Side and ven- 
tured out into the streets. Seeing so many 
people bustling along and not knowing 
even a business acquaintance made me 
all the more lonely. 

So, although I'd never been particularly 
interested in bowling, I went to the alleys 
on 47th Street where the NBA tournament 
was being held. It was just as good a way 
of wasting time as any other, I decided. 

The game had never made much sense 
to me, so I stopped first at the bar to 
fortify myself for what I expected to be a 
very boring afternoon. I had started on 
my second drink when I heard a whoop 
and someone called out my name. I swung 
around to see Smitty, the sales manager 
of our firm, bearing down on me with a 
lovely girl on each arm. We exchanged 
greetings and he introduced me to his 
companions. 

“T didn’t expect to see you here, Smit- 
ty,” I said. “I see you’re keeping in shape 
to swing that ball—both arms!” 

My subtle dig didn’t faze him at all. 
“Well, you see, old man,” he confided, 
“the men’s team wasn’t so hot this year, 
so I’m not even bowling. But these cute 
little keglers here—” He gave them each 
a big hug. “They’re going to win a trophy 
for the company or I'll hang up my 
shoes!” 

I stared at the lovely, but unfamiliar 
faces, and asked, “These young ladies 
work at the company?” 

They nodded together. “And Smitty is 
our coach,” said one. 

“And our chaperone.” added the other. 

“And who chaperones Smitty?” I asked. 

They accepted my invitation to join me 
in a drink and I wondered how it had 
been possible for me not to notice such 
charming girls around the office. Then I 
remembered my smug boast to Fred— “I 
haven’t even looked at another woman,” 
I'd said. And now, with a fine looking girl 
at each elbow, smiling up at me, I knew 
what Fred meant when he’d answered, 
“Maybe it’s about time you did.” 

I felt wonderful, and when Smitty sug- 
gested we go to the alleys and meet the 
rest of the team I was all for it. One or 
two of the girls I knew, but it amazed me 
how surrounded with beauty I was at the 
office without even being aware of it. 

“Wait, there’s one more,” Smitty said 
as we took seats. He looked around, then 
pointed to a tall, willowy girl who was 


bowling in the far alley. “That’s her— 
the one with—” 

“I see her!” I said with more excite. 
ment than the few drinks I’d had could 
have generated. I not only saw her, | 
couldn’t tear my eyes away from her. I'd 
always considered bowling a game for men 
who let off steam by banging a 20-pound 
ball against some wooden pins, but this 
girl was putting more grace and flowing 
movement into her throws than I had ever 
seen on a ballroom floor. She did not rely 
on strength, but instead, seldom missed, 

She wore a short skirt to give her 
shapely legs freedom of movement, and 
the knit sweater she had on gave her a 
profile like a beauty contest winner. 

“She’s got great form, hasn’t she?” 
Smitty commented, nudging me slyly. 

I was just about to remind him that he 
was a married man and shouldn’t talk 
like that, but stopped myself just in time. 
For the first time since I'd been sounding 
off about how true I’d been to my wife, | 
realized how self-righteous I must have 
sounded. A regular Boy Scout! Was there 
anything unnatural about a man admiring 
feminine beauty? I asked myself. I was 
extremely attracted to Willa, as Smitty 
introduced her, and I ought to be man 
enough to admit it. 

Maybe it was the drinks, or maybe it 
was the warm, friendly smile Willa gave 
me; it might even have been my repressed 
desires that swept away my _ inhibitions, 
Anyway, I gripped her hand and blurted 
out, “I think you’re the loveliest woman 
I’ve ever seen!” 

She knitted her brows and looked at me 
to see if I was kidding her. Seeing that I 
was speaking my sincere thoughts, she 
smiled self-consciously and said, “Well, 
thank you.” 

“Not only that,” I continued, wonder- 
ing why my tongue suddenly seemed very 
loose, “but I want you to have dinner with 
me. If you turn me down, I'll have Fred 
fire Smitty!” 

“Well. if that ain’t a hell of a way to 
get a date!” Smitty laughed. 

“Don’t worry, coach, I'll sacrifice all,” 
Willa said dramatically. “I'll save your 
job.” Then, turning back to me she said, 
“You don’t have to go to such lengths, 
Mr. Blake. I'd really like to have dinner 
with you.” 

“Why?” My boldness continued to sur 
prise me. 

“Now you're fishing for compliments,” 
she chided gently, “and you don’t have 
to do that, either.” 

The others had moved off by then and 
the two of us were standing alone. Some 
how her frankness was refreshing and at 
the same time exciting in a strange way: 
I stayed at the bowling alley to see Willa 
and her teammates sweep to a_ brilliant 
victory, and afterwards I posed with the 
winners as the official representative of 
the firm. 

After it was all over, I looked around 
for Willa and Smitty said to me, “She'll 
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be here in a few minutes. She’s prettying 
up for that hot date tonight. And by the 
way, chum,” he added with a devilish grin, 
“Don’t forget you’re a married man.” 

“How corny can you get? You can do 
better than that!” 

“Okay, how’s this? Don’t do anything I 
wouldn’t do.” 

“Is there anything you wouldn’t do?” I 
asked, going along with the gag. 

That stumped him. “Now that you men- 
tion it, I guess there isn’t,” Smitty ad- 
mitted. 

And that was the mood I was in all the 
rest of the night—anything goes. Not that 
| deliberately set out to paint the town, 
but I was experiencing a new kind of 
freedom, and enjoying it. Willa and I 
went dancing after dinner, and as I held 
her in my arms, marveling at the charm 
and sweetness of her, I whispered in her 
ear, “Maybe I should warn you—being 
this close to you gives me ideas—all sorts 
of ideas!” 

“Men are so naive! Don’t you think I’ve 
known that all along?” For a minute I 
was afraid she was going into a “I hate 
men” routine, but she said, “Suppose we 
just wait and see what happens, Emory? 
I's more fun that way.” And it seemed 
she moved closer to me, although I don’t 
know how that was possible. 

Later, we found ourselves in my hotel 
room for a nightcap. I had told Willa I'd 
take her to the place where she'd taken a 
room with one of the other girls and, as 
we had a final drink, we talked as if any 
moment she would have to go. But time 
passed and it became clear that whether 
she had wanted it in the beginning, Willa 
was going to stay. 

I went over to her and lifted her chin. 
“You know, it seems I’ve known you all 
my life.” 


“It isn’t always how long you’ve known 
a person, but how well,” she said. 
“Then I think I know you very well. 


So well that if I were to kiss you now—” 

“Yes?” 

We stood gazing deep into each other’s 
eyes and there was nothing more to say. 
The pounding of my heart was like drums 
inmy ears as I drew her to me, and then 
her lips were hard against mine and she 
trembled in my arms. I don’t know how 
long we were locked in that passionate 
embrace, for when her lips began to re- 
tun my kisses with desperate kind of 
eagerness, time stood still, the earth spun 
crazily, and we were caught up in a vio- 
lent storm of primitive emotions. 


\ViLLa DROVE back home with me, 
and although neither of us mentioned 
it, | think we both realized that what had 
happened was one of those once-in-a-life- 
time things; we might see 
every day for the next ten years and never 
again become the victims of the physical 
desire that overwhelmed us. 
Guilt gnawed at my heart like a wild 
imal and I knew that Willa probably 
felt the same way. I was grateful to her 


each other 


for not mentioning what was preying on 
both our minds because then I would have 
felt even more of a heel. 

Maybe I did the wrong thing in telling 
Myra what had happened. My confession 
of infidelity was a virtual admission that 
Delma’s theories that I had scoffed at were 
in reality valid. It appeared that my wife 
had long waited for such a misstep on my 


part and when it came she was almost 
glad. We had a long talk and agreed to 


go to a marriage counselling service for 
help in finding our way back to each other. 

I began to talk with my friends, trying 
to gain insight into the whys and 
wherefores of affairs between married men 


some 


and the “other” woman; I did a lot of 
reading and I listened carefully to the 


words of my counsellor. I finally came to 
the conclusion that whether he has a one- 
night affair or a extra-marital romance 
that continues for years, a man is unfaith- 
ful to his wife for one of five reasons. But 
I also concluded that these reasons are 
not the ones generally In my 
book, the real reasons husbands cheat are: 

1. To bolster This is the 
main reason for infidelity of middle-aged 
husbands, although their younger brothers 
no means immune. When a man 
develop a paunch and begins 
may have misgivings 
The only way in 


assumed. 


their egos- 


are by 
begins to 
losing his hair, he 
about his sexual vigor. 
which he can prove he is no longer a “has 
been” is to test his attractiveness with 
women other than his wife. He may be- 
come a fancy dresser or rely on athletic 
prowess to impress the females, but im- 
press them he must. 

Oddly enough, this does not necessarily 
mean he wants to have an affair; he just 
wants to be popular, to be thought attrac- 
tive. Unfortunately, he'll very often find 
himself in a situation where sex rears its 
ugly head and an affair is unavoidable. 
He won't run away from the prospect, but 


a secret date, cocktails in an intimate 
lounge, or just the admiration for a 
shrewd business deal from his secretary 


is usually enough for Type No. 1. 

He is basically insecure as a person and 
constantly needs reassuring, that is why 
his affairs are more likely to be the hit- 
and-run kind rather than the prolonged 
kind. He needs variety. 

2. The desire for conquest—At first 
glance, this may appear to be the same 
as Type 1. Actually, it is a separate classi- 
fication. Here, 
o: women. Admiration, mutual love, 
mon interest has nothing to do with af- 
fairs based on this compelling drive. 


the object is the conquest 
com- 


The man applies the same ruthless, de- 
termined effort to wooing and winning a 
woman as he does to closing a big busi- 
ness deal or overcoming obstacles in the 
path of his career. 

He will not only “kiss and tell” but will 
describe in infinite detail who it was, 
where it happened and what she said, be- 
cause he keeps a box score on his suc- 
Very often, a failure will become 
a success when he is among his male com- 


cesses. 
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unions, and many a woman has had her 
eputation smeared by men who can’t ad- 
it to themselves or to others that any 
man successfully resisted them. 
{Any woman is fair game for Type 2, 
1 he will usually rationalize his actions 
f he bothers to at all—but contending 
all women are susceptible. The thing 
remember is that when he starts listing 
his many conquests, he sooner or later 
les from fact into the realm of fiction. 
Lack of mutual interests with the 
Although in the first two categories 
women may be blameless, the unsym- 
ithetic wife is largely responsible for 
bands who fall into this class. Every- 
is familiar with the secretary who 
10Ws more about the man’s personal and 
isiness life than his wife does. She be- 
mes his “office wife” and while this does 
necessarily mean she is fulfilling all 
duties of a wife, it is understandable 
ien she does. 
Husbands and wives today 
ygnize the mutual need for a certain 
ount of freedom in choice of friends 
| recreational activities. Nevertheless, 
is easy to see what can happen if the 
fe spends all her time with her friends 
1 has none to spare for those of her 
band. A husband who has a regular 
xht out to play poker with the boys may 
reality just be playing cards—but there 
women poker players. 
The point is, too many wives fail to 
ke the slightest interest in their hus- 
nds’ career, hobby or outside activity. 
nagging or over-possessiveness they 
ve their mates into the streets—and all 
often into the arms of predatory or 
plain sympathetic women. 
the latter case, the husband may 
rm a more or less permanent attach- 
to the woman who can give him the 
mpanionship or understanding he does 
get from his wife. 
Hatred of women—Some men hate 
men—subconsciously, to be sure—and 
refore indulge in affairs solely in order 
venge themselves for some real or fan- 
d wrong. For instance, a man who has 
an unhappy marriage or is rejected 
the woman he loves may vow to “get 
n” with all women. He takes out his 
idge on any female who happens to be 


generally 


l lable. 
lore often than not he is not aware of 
true reason for his actions, but mod- 
psychology has long recognized that 
yy who has acquired a resentment of 
mother may extend this feeling to 
ien in general. Their emotions as 
Its are all bound up with childhood 
riences and only a psychiatrist can 
ingle the skein. The philosophy of 
in this category, who eventually take 
es, could very well be, “I'll marry her, 
to make her as miserable as I am!” 
Sexual maladjustment—The often- 
ted Kinsey report (on women) brought 
light the fact that whereas the average 
uency of marital relations is about 2.8 
per week, the sex drive of the av- 


erage male is likely to be five times that 
of his wife at the same age. This. for 
some men, is reason enough to seek extra- 
marital partners. 

Then, too, men who excuse their cheat- 
ing on the grounds that their wives cannot 
or will not satisfy them may be indulging 
in wishful thinking. For while the Kin- 
sey report on men states that “most males 
would have intercourse more frequently if 
their spouses were more interested,” it 
goes on to add, “if other occupations did 
not interfere, if business routines that take 
precedence over intercourse did not leave 
one physically and mentally fatigued by 
the time sexual contacts are available.” 


HE PLAIN truth is, the average man 

simply does not have the leisure, the 
money or the energy to be the sexual ath- 
lete he likes to think he is. 

On cheating husbands in general, Kin- 
sey says, “For most males, at every social 
level, extra-marital intercourse is usually 
sporadic, occurring on an occasion or two 
with this female, a few times with the next 
partner, not happening again for some 
months or a year or two, but then occur- 
ring several times or every night for a 
week or even a month or more, after which 
that particularly affair is abruptly 
stopped. .. .” 

Kinsey adds, “. . . Most of the male’s 
extra-marital activity is undoubtedly a 
product of his interest in a variety of ex- 
perience. On the other hand, there is cer- 
tainly a portion of his extra-marital inter- 
course which is the product of unsatisfac- 
tory relations with his wife. > 

Pointing out that “The public record is 
replete with instances of marital infideli- 
ties which have wrecked homes and de- 
stroyed individuals,” the Kinsey report 
goes on to say that at lower social levels, 
“where the most extra-marital intercourse 
occurs, wives rather generally expect their 
husbands to ‘step out,’ and some of them 
rather frankly admit that they do not ob- 
ject, provided they do not learn of the 
specific affairs which are carried on... .” 

Among middle class groups. such con- 
duct is less often accepted, and “while it 
may not involve as much quarreling and 
fighting [as among lower social levels], 
it often leads to divorce. While 
among the upper social level, extra-mari- 
tal affairs are “much less often causes of 
difficulty, because it is usually unknown 
to anyone except the two persons imme- 
diately involved. On occasion, it does be- 
come known and causes marital discord 
and divorce. On the other hand, it is 
sometimes had with the knowledge of the 
other spouse who may even aid and en- 
courage the arrangement. “i 

Dr. Kinsey concludes with the observa- 
tion that “Wives, at every social level, 
more often accept the non-marital activi- 
ties of their husbands. Husbands are much 
less inclined to accept the non-marital ac- 
tivities of their wives. It has been so since 
the dawn of history... .” 


THE END 


Hollywood To Harlem 
(Continued from Page 13) 


talent she needs to crash the big time, 
She needs mostly plenty of determination, 

Wesley Anderson’s band is the hottest 
crew in Washington ... Charles J. (Duke 
of the Uke) Johnson, for many years a 
fixture on Chicago’s radio station WJJD, 
has refurbished his act with a set of elec. 
trified ukuleles. It’s real keen and makes 
for the cool sounds. 


(oR OREO) 


Chorus girl lines today are largely a 
thing of the past, that is the six, eight and 
twelve chick spreads. The dancing dar. 
lings nowadays either appear in “exotic” 


or shake routines or team up as sisters or | 


small hoofing units. One of the newer of 


the latter groups is the Byrdettes, put to-— 


gether by veteran femme comedy star, 
Jackie (Moms) Mabley. The gals come 
from Los Angeles, Boston, Philadelphia; 
Margie Mays being the Californian, Vera 
Williams the Bostonian, Fanny Taylor and 
Tenna (Exotic) 

City contributions. 


000 


The white chicks are on the march 
again in the Negro music sphere. Movie 
stars Jane Russell, Connie Haines, Della 
Russell and Beryl Davis have formed a 
spirituals quartet and their first tune was 
a smash on Coral label, Joyful Noise Unto 
The Lord. Negro girls traditionally make 
poor jazz and popular music groups. But 
in religious fields, they’ve had the show 
to themselves until somebody looked 
around and learned that people like that 
kind of chirping. 


°oo°0 


Faye Adams, the “Shake a Hand” girl, 
has a new wardrobe of 16 white gowns... 
Sugar Ray Robinson has re-worked his aet 
with some material from a white writer 


named Eli Hasse... The Three Riffs have 


gotten the tunes, Climb The Highest Moun- 


tain, Jambalaya, and a satirical version of 
Black Magic down to an exact science, 
The boys can “kill” an audience for encore 
on encore with just those tunes . . . It used 


to be Bill Kenny and Satchmo Armstrong. 7 


Today. however, more male singers imitate 


Billy Daniels than any other vocal stylist” 


... Among the femme chirpers it used to 
be Ethel Waters. then Billie Holiday. Now 
it’s Eartha Kitt whom they’re all trying to 
sing like. In fact, Eartha has been bur 
lesqued, parodied, imitated and_ botched 
up more than any other singer. 


000 


Wynonie (Mr. Blues) Harris played see 
ond only to the sensational Ruth Brow 
in drawing customers during his ten-day 
run at Chicago’s Crown Propeller Loungé 


Sutherland the Quaker 
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